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Paul Thomas Anderson’s spiritual post-war 


love stoiy \vill restore 


A swirl of ocean water. Tlie cold touch of Na\y steel. A tliousand- 
j-ard stare set beneath tlie bullet-dimpled contours of a 
Brodie helmet. Within the opening frames of The .Wdsfer. 
the licker-tape euplioria of the Allied victorj- is offset by the 
painful truth that for some men the Se'cond World War didn’t truly end. 
Of the countless young soldiers that were struck down by some form of 
psychological trauma, only the most acute cases were successfully treated 
by experimental therapies sueh as hypnosis and narcosynthesis. For 
cither.s. the horrors of war remained imlelibly fresh. 

Waiting out tlie last days of the war on the champagne sands of an 
unidentifled isiaaid in the South Pacific, Freddie Quell (Joaquin Phoenix) 
first appears more beast than miui. Shirlle.ss and dishevelled like some 
liallle-weary Robinson Vrusiie, we watch him hack away al coconuts 
witli a blunt machete and wrestle his Navy buddies on tlie shore. He is 
a harrowing picture of posttraunialic stress disorder; his sunken eyes 


your faith in cinema. 


(bloodshot from an addiction to crude liquor picked up during his lour) 
deep pools of anguisii, his wiry frame twisted and stiff from year.s of 
front-line action. He is botli literally and nietapliorically at sea. A tra^c 
addition to WTiter/director Paul Thomas Anderson's crowded roster of 
lust souls. 

Back on home soil. Freddie is told by his superiors that the 
responsibilities of peacetime rest on his shoulders. He can become a 
chicken farmer, grocery clel'k or depurlinent store photographer, return 
to education or start a family. It doesn't really mailer. The Golden Age 
of American Capitalism is dawning and h.ippiness is assured to those 
who are willing to reacii out and grab it. But Freddie is precariously out 
of step with the newly galvanised ciiilian population. Ills psychosocial 
adjustment fraught with antisocial outbursts and irrepressible carnal 
urges. He prowls the shadows of society looking for a quick fix (and 
aquickfuck) wherever he can get it. He is savage and insatiable, -i- 


ALETHIA 


BACK BEYOND 


Onu incbriiitcd t-vening Frcddiy boardii u privatt yacht, the Alcthia, lured 
by briehl lights and the sounds of revelry spilling from the deck. Tlte 
next morning he is summoned to the captain's cliambcrs like a stowaway. 
It^> here that a cloudy-headed Freddie {along witli the audience) is 
fornudly introduced to Lancaster Dodd (Philip Seymour Hutfnian). 
a robust, well-groomed man dressed in :i regal nightshirt and bathed in a 
soft, exalting light. 

Apparently struck with an overwhelmingsense ofdejii vu, Dodd embraces 
Freddie with curious alfection, alluding to a prior meeting between them - 
not from the night iH'fore (which we know was their first meeting even 
though, crucially, we never see it) but some other indistinct point in time. 
Perhaps a past life. Dodd asserts that he is a winter, doctor, nuclear physicist 
and theoretical philosoplier, and that he and Freddie ate both 'hopelessly 
iiiiluisilivf' men. an assessment that greatly amtiscshis guest. 

In philosophy, 'olethia' refer.s to the understanding of truth, 
something that is evident or fully disclosed. In christening Dodd's vessel 
accordingly, Anderson sublinunally evokes the underlying principle of 
The Cause, a mysterious religious science group founded by Dodd on his 
own abstract ideology, Tcasingly, there is no evidence pertaining to Dodd’s 
self-professed list of accomplishments, and yet Philip Seymour Hoffman's 
performance is so commanding that we mimed lately accept Dodd for who 
he is (or at least what he claims to be). Although later we will come to view 
him iisacompellingpubliespeaker.a.scIf-styledphilanthrQpisl.aeoninan 
and a charlatan, for now, deep in the bowels of the Atethia, he appears 
mireservedly sincere, someone to be trusted. Like Freddie, we quickly 
fall tinderhis spell. 


BREAKINC POINT 


In the film's standout scene, which brings to mind the opening diner table 
e.xeliange between Philip Baker Hall and John C Reilly in Anderson's 
loot) debut Hard Eight. Freddie iigrees to participate in a one-on- 
one counselling-cum-conditioning exercise that Dodd has coined 
'processing'. With a tape recorder rolling, Dodd tells Freddie to respond 
without hesitating or blinking, and proceeds to rattle olF a sequence of 
probing and repetitive questions: are you thoughtless in your renurks? 
Do your past failures bother you? Have you ever had sexual contact with 
a memberof your family? 

What begins as an infomial profiling session - filmed as a breathless 
single-shot close-up - quickly escalates into something more sinister. 
Dodd's fascination with Freddie congeals into raw obsession as he 
mercilessly peels back the layers of his subject's psyche. .Amid revelations 
of a recurring dream about liis motlier and a deep-seeded resenlmeul 
toward.s his estrimged father, it becume.s apparent that, while his malaise 
was compounded by his time at war. Freddie's condition could well be 
roofed in an earlier trauma. In this moment a prescient question arises: 
is It possible to break wlial is already broken'? 


Freddie is told that he has wandered from the proper path and is asked 
to look 'back beyond' to return to the pre-birth era. Dodd knows that 
licfore him sits not just a worthy benefactor of The Cause but a right- 
hand man in waiting, someone who might substantiate liis bold theories. 
But Freddie is more interested in liis own self-medicating hipflask 
than Dodd'.s peculiar .self-help Ionics. The big idea of The Cause is that 
salvation comes from returningman to his inherent state of perfection, a 
hypothesis that provokes adulation and scepticism in equal measure. As 
one outspoken cynic eloquently observes during one of Dodd's healing 
scssitins;scienee based on the will of one man is the basis of cult. 

This is the only time you'll hear the ‘o' word in The Master. Anderson 
isn't interested in drawing parallels between The Cause and any real-life 
quasi-religious group. Rather, he uses the concept of cult as a springboard 
into abroader evaluation of pacifism versus radicalism, good versus evil, 
and truth versus fiction. Onto this dense thematic framework he weaves 
numerous motifs from his previous five features - the d>’sfunctional 
family, the surrogate father, the sexually domineeruig male. 

Freddie's over-active libido, for instance, is exposed somewhat 
surreally duringa dinner party scene in which he mentally denudes every 
female guest, as well as duringa Rorschach test at the Naval debriefing ba.se 
and in Hashbaeks to that champagne beach where Freddie aggressively 
dry humps (in the must literal sense) a voluptuous figure sculpted out of 
-sand. Anderson has spoken of a fixalitin with pornography that developed 
in his early teens, a vice that would manife.st itselfin his lUSS debut short. 
The Dirk Diyyter Story, and Eooyic tSights, the lUd? feature it inspired. 
Like Dodd. Anderson neither vielimiscs nor condenms Freddie, but 
instead views him as a kind of ;inimal. someone who can only hope to 
vanquish his demons once his primitive impulses have been suppressed. 


FAMILY 


To Dodd, Freddie is part-pet project, p.irt-prodigal son - a 
dedicated understudy who is prepared to sacrifice himself for 
The Cause even thougli we suspect he doesn’t really understand 
why. He serves Dodd with unflinching loyally, clashing with 
police at the home of a benefactor when Dodd is arrested 
for embezzlement, with no regard for his personal safety. 

Tills recklessness makes Dodd's family - demure matriarch I’egg>' 
(a sparingly used but sensational .Amy Adams) and biological kids Val 
CJe.sse Plemcins) and Elizabeth (.Amhyr Childers) - increasingly wary of 
The Cause's disruptive new recruit. Freddie feeds and facilitates Dodd's 
monomania, inspiring something in him that no one, nut even his wife, 
can explain. Understandably Peggy feels Ihrealened by Freddie, but she 
tolerates his volcanic persoiialitybecaiiseshe loves herliusband too much 
to jeopardisehis nev^’found creative momentum. 

If all tliis identifies T’/ieA/osfcrasanintimateeliaracter study, in truth 
it'sniuchmurethanthat.It'sastarkandat times unsettling portr;iit of ^ 




Ihe human coniJitioiia<setiithrouRltfhueyt’Si)ftwoein‘gmaticindi\itIua]s 
both stepping to their own beat at a time when social cnnsen'atism was 
becoming increasingly prevalent. America in the IQSOs may li.ive been a 
landofprospcrityund opportunity, but this was also adccadc in which the 
tear ot communism and the persistent threat of nuclear conflict weighed 
heavy on the public consciousness. 

This polarised mood is reflected in botli Jonny Greenwood's fretfiil 
jdZ 2 -infuscd score and Miliai Malaimarc Jr’s dreamily textured 70mm 
l>alettc. Filling in for .Xiulcrson's regular DP Robert Elswit twlui was busy 
filming The Bourne l.eyaeyat the time of production). Malaimare Jr - who 
recently leiised Francis FordCoppola'smonochroniatic fever dreams Teiro 
and T\vixt - manages to nccelituate every meticulous period detail without 
ever distracting from the metaplioi'ical nuance* in Anderson's script. 

Like Daniel Plainview before him, Dodd is a principled family man. 
But above all he is a man of bulletproof conviction, someone self-assured 
and arrogant enough to stand bcliind hL* ideas however unusual and 
iiiiplausible they miglit be. i^ierica was built by men like Dodd, by the 
dreamers and pioneers whose feats captured the public’s imagination 
and transformed a young nation ravaged by Civil War into an economic 
and technologiealsupenKAVcr. Of course. The Cause is a means to Dodd's 
own fliianciul and hubristic ends and nut an altrubtic investment in his 
countrymen or species at large. Whatever his motives, however, it's clear 
that Dodd is not about to let anything or anyone .stand in the way of his 
pursuit of greatness. 


CRVCKS 


Fluid long takes and elaborate Stcadicam tracking shots are recognised 
hallmarks of Anderson's work, ycl in The Muster it is the protagonists 
themselves that are noticeably restless. We know that both men relish the 
sting of salt water in their lungs, but while Freddie drifts along in search of 
steadier footing, Dodd's nomadic migratory pattern - he travels from San 
Francisco to New York City via the Panama Canal before eventually upping 
slicks to England -is by tunis the result of his disdain for the white picket 
fence idealism of this mid-century boom and an occupational hazard of 
his conllict-ridden crusade. While initially tliis shared disconnect from 
tile land strengthens Freddie and Dodd's bond, it’s not long before tlicir 
tacit kinship comes unstuck. 

Freddie accompanies Dodd to the desert to retrieve a buried trunk 
containing Dodd's unpublished work, which is bound in print under the 
title The Split Saber and sulHxed. gift to Homo sapiens'. At tlie book's 
launch, Laura Dem's hitherto devout believvr picks up on a subtle 
terminological inconsistency, prompting Dodd to uncharacteristically 
lose his cool. We know he’s just making it all up as he goes along - his 
philosophy deals in trilleiiia aud advocates time travel as a rational 
giassagc to .spiritual enlightenment - but for the first time the mask slips 
and Freddie begins to challenge his nia.ster’s voice. 

In an attempt to reaffirm Freddie's faith, Dodd takes him back into 
the deserL Driving into the middle of nowhere. Dodd picks apuint on the 
horizon and races towards it on his motorcjxlc befom returning to his 
starting position. It's a typically ab.surd .«tunt, the kind of p.seudo-lheory 
Dodd is used to seeing Freddie lap up. Not this time. Freddie floors it and 
doesn’t lookback, leavingacreslfallen Dodd to traipse across the desert in 
enibiticred contemplation. 

•After going their separate wa>'s, Freddie and Dodd reunite in England 
at The Cause's lavish new headquarters. FYeddie had been expecting to 






bi- wlcomed with open arms, ajid is visibly upset when Dodd, witli Peygy 
at his side, appears indifferent towards him. Jast as Burt Reynolds’ Jack 
Huriiei' reached the end of his tether witliDirkDiggler inSooff/eA’j^/its, 
so Dudd has euliic to accept the fact he will never be able tu muzzle 
Freddie, let alimc niimld him in his imajte. But Dodd’s aloofness carries 
another meanhiB. He lias felt tlie pain of having liis liearl broken by 
Freddie before, and though he yearns for his adopted son toreassuinehis 
place at the liead of thellock, he knows he couldn't bear tu watch him ride 
off over the horizon again. 


THE TRUTH 


Freddie may be emotionally stunted, but does llial automatically make 
him more susceptible tobeing manipulated by a charismatic shaman like 
Dodd? If the generalisation that the world is divided into tho.se who lead 
and those who choose to heledistobebelieved, isitalso true that, as Dodd 
points out. "Eveiyoiie of us is hiingfor some master’".’ .4re human beings 
simply hardwired to conform? Or are wo ail searching for a higher truth? 
These are tlie types of questions that make TheMo$terso challenging - 
not because there are no strai^it or easy an.swers but because .\nderson 
leaves so mucli open to interpretation. 

This is a tilm Chat will affect different people indifferent ways. It is in 
many respeetsa sad portrayal of dianned companionship, although there 
is a warm glow to Freddie and Dodd’s brief honeymoon period, as well as a 
flashback tu a lender scene between Freddie and his sweetheart, to whom 
he promises his hand only to discover upon returning home from war 
that she has already accepted another man’s proposal and skipped town. 
There are unexpected bursts of humour, too. There’s even a fart gag. 

•Make no mistake; this is serious, oinolional tilmniaking. And yet for all 
lliat The Master is frugranced with gniccnotos of Herman Melville's Muby 
Dirk -which it echoes in its useofstyliseii prose andsymboli.sm toexplore 
complex tliemcs such as class, duality and the existence of a supreme 
being - and to a lesser extent Kubrick’s Eyes UWe Shut, audiovisual 
idiosyncrasy and magical realism remain vital components of Anderson’s 
storytelling fabric. 

The Master's lack of operatic catharsis (there’s no Old Testament 
crescendo or bloody third act coming-to-blows) miglit suggest .indersun 
lias sated his appetite for composing grandiose metaphysical parables. 
In Irulli, however, there is simply no call for excess here. Towering 
performances aside, it’s the understated gestures that stick with you - be- 
lt a gentle death knell in the form of a song and a single tear, or a cut away 
to a naked sand woman that emphasises the importance of liolding on to 
the things you love.. VI>\MM(Kiim.\Rt) 
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All hail the muster. 
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S ince emerging with his feature school after two days. Ue know that he 
debut. Hard fight m lyvb, LA once dated singer Fiona Apple, and now 
native Paul Thomas Anderson has lives in LA with actress Maya Rudolph and 
established himself as one of the pre- their three children. But he is disdainful 
eminent American filmmakers of his of the PR circus, and fiercely protective 
generation. He may only have released of both his work and his privacy. Down the 
six features in 16 years, but each years, Anderson has been characterised 
new film has been marked by a rare variously as a control freak, a genius 
combination of intelligence, humanity and a brat who cut himself off from his 
and technical mastery. childhood friends. 

And mystique. Despite the high Choosing five defining factors, LWLies 
regard in which Anderson is held, little has built a portrait of the man and 
is known of his inner life or what drives his movies that aims to penetrate this 
him as a filmmaker. We know that he's mystique. This is Paul Thomas Anderson 
an autodidact who dropped out of film through the looking glass. .i- 


\0/ 

I 

< > 

I 


<l> 

/ > 


<l> 
< > 
I 


I 

<0> 

I 


I 

<0> 

I 


\0/ 

I 


/ \ 
\0/ 
1 


/ \ 
\0/ 
I 

/ \ 


\0/ 

I 


<\_ 


/ \ 
\0/ 
I 

< > 

I 

0 

_/> 


<l> 
< > 
I 


<l> 
< > 

I 


l> 
< > 


Ernie Anderson was no household name, but he 
was a well-respected figure in US entertainment 
circles. After working as a DJ in New York and 
Rhode Island, he moved to Cleveland in the late 
1950s and became a TV personality. Finally, 
he settled in LA. His son, PauL was born 
on June 26, 1970. 

Twelve years later, Ernie gave Paul his first 
video camera, and in 1988 he provided the 
amusingly stentorian narration for the 17-year- 
old's mock-doc The Dirk DiggLer Story, a hugely 
accomplished short that would eventually 
blossom into 1997's doogie Mights. Ernie died 
from cancer soon after the first preview of 
Boogie Mights, and never got to see the finished 
film. Anderson Jr named his production company 
Ghoulardi after his father's most beloved TV 
character; a moustachioed hipster who popped 
up in the middle of horror films to criticise 
their ridiculous plots. 

Ernie Anderson introduced his son to the 
entertainment landscape in LA but the two men 
shared a complex dynamic. Though it's difficult 


to ascertain the extent to which the recurrent 
variations of father/son conflicts in Anderson's 
work are directly inspired by his relationship 
with Ernie, it's nevertheless a remarkably _ 
strong through-line in his screenwriting. 

Hard Eight features an older man talcing a 
young drifter under his wing; while Boogie 
Mights sees a porn director do the same. 
But it's most explicit in 1999's Magnotia, with 
two storylines dedicated to strained familial 
relationships. It's been suggested that much of 
the material regarding the ailing Earl Partridge 
in Magnolia (as played by Jason Robards) was 
based on Anderson's experience of watching his 
own father die of cancer. There Will Be Blood 
(2007), meanwhile, features a ruthless oilman's 
shocking abandonment of his only son. 

The Master also explores the issue of father- 
son surrogacy. This time, however, it's the 
younger man who harks back to Ernie. Like 
Anderson Sr, Joaquin Phoenix's Freddie Quell is 
a Navy veteran who served in the Pacific during 
World War n, and was born around 90 years ago. 
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In Thom Andersen's 2003 film 
essay, Los Angeles Plays Itself, the 
director laments the condescension 
of legions of filmmakers toward the 
city's suburbs: “They know only one 
part of the city, and that part's been 
tapped too often.' That's not a charge 
one could readily throw at Paul 
Thomas Anderson. 

Growing up in the San Fernando 
Valley - a metropolitan chunk of 
southern California - he spent a 
significant portion of his teens 
haunting the area with his camera, 
scouting (even if unconsciously) for 
future locations. And yet there's an 
insecurity about these roots. He wrote 
in 1999: 'For many years I was ashamed, 
thinking that if I was not from the big 
city of New York or the farm fields of 
Iowa 1 had nothing to say.' 

But Anderson grew to love the LA 
hinterland. Soogie Nights sees the 
director returning to memories of his 
youth as a sex-obsessed Valley scamp. 
It's an affectionate tale of losers, 
dreamers and shabby anti-glamour 
set in the pornographic heartland; 
a place where people go to be 


someone else. By his own admission, 
Anderson's Nagnolia was an attempt 
to make 'the mother of all San 
Fernando Valley films'; an anguished 
tone poem to the area os a crucible 
of existential anxiety. 

Lower key, though more fascinating 
as a yardstick of Anderson's 
changing relationship with the 
area, is 2002's Puncft-Orunfc Love, a 
woozy, unkempt comedy-drama. Its 
disturbed protagonist, Barry Egan 
(Adam Sandler), dreams of escaping 
the banal part of the city in which 
he lives and works. It's notable that 
every major factor affecting Egan 
and facilitating the story's progress 
comes from outside the spacious 
but oddly claustrophobic Valley. His 
love interest is English; his nemesis 
is from Utah; and his big moment of 
physical romantic courage occurs in 
Hawaii. It's as though Anderson was 
communicating an urge to expand his 
horizons beyond the limits of home. 
Although his subsequent work has 
been set in and around the state of 
California, it has unfolded on broader 
historical and thematic canvases. 
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Over the years, Anderson has been Mho spoke in rapturous tones about 
favourably compared to a host of him, contributing to the sense that 
filmmakers, from Quentin Tarantino he is very much an actors’ director, 
and Martin Scorsese to Orson Uelles, Anderson even cast Altman stalwarts 
John Huston and Stanley Kubrick. Henry Gibson and Michael Murphy in 
However, one influence stands above small roles in Magnolia. There's also 


the rest, helping us understand the 

a prominent link on the technical side; 

filmmaker Anderson has become. 

Anderson's editor Dylan Tichenor - 

There have been a hundred who have 

largely responsible for the ebb and 

tried to be Robert Altman,' he once 

flow of his multi-character works — was 

wrote, 'but they miss that certain 

assistant to Altman's long-time editor 

ingredient: they aren't him.' 

Geraldine Peroni on several films in 

Thematic and stylistic comparisons 

the 1990s, including The Player. 


between the pair began to crystallise A final connection underscores 
around the release of Magnolia, which the closeness of their bond. The 
resembled Altman's 1993 snort Cuts ailing Altman hired Anderson as a 
in its sprawling account of unhappy, backup director on 2007's A Prairie 
interconnected Angelinos. Though Home Companion, and charged him 
Boogie Alights' shaggy-dog charm with taking the reins in case of his 
evinced more than a hint of Altman's incapacity. Altman died shortly after 
Mashville nVfbJ. the film’s completion, but not before 

Like Altman, Anderson quickly symbolically passing the baton to the 
developed a company of regular actors younger director. 
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In Haro Eight. Anderson unleashed a of characters in short order. In 
mesmerically complex tracking shot Magnolia, Anderson drew upon his 
around a casino just one year after childhood knowledge of television 
Martin Scorsese's Casino had set the for the astonishing tracking shots 
template. Boogie Nights pushed the around the quiz show studio, the 
envelope even further. Though some length and complexity of which induced 
critics denounce the tracking shot as a triple tension in story, character 
emblematic of a director with more and audience. 

style than substance, the use of this Post Magnolia, Anderson's use of 
technique actually reveals a filmmaker tracking shots has become sparer, 
thinking carefully about how to tell a The camera's slow-motion mobility 


story. Consider the words of Anderson 

in There UiLl Be Blood - think of the 

regular William H Macy: 'These 

devastatingly creepy track around the 

long, sweeping shots are becoming 

small church when preacher Eli Sunday 

legendary, but each one advances the 

(Paul Dane) delivers his exorcism - 

plot. And when the shot is done, he 

display a rigorous stateliness, harking 

comes back to the moment. It makes 

back to the searching Steadicam work 

you feel safe." 

of Kubrick's The Shining. 

The opening take of Boogie Alights 

Anderson's use of the tracking shot 

is technically breathtaking, but it 

as a technique may well come to define 

also performs the narrative feat 

the director in microcosm: searching. 

of introducing us to a large cast 

complicated, visionary and mobile. 
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Filmmaking 1s often characterised His breakthrough short, 1993's 
as a game of luck, but a seven*year* Cigarettes S Coftee, told the story 
old Paul Thomas Anderson is said to of a small group of down-and-outs 
have written in his diary, 'Ny name is mysteriously connected by a S20 bilL 
Paul Anderson. 1 want to be a writer. Boogie Nigfiti' narrative hinges on a 
producer, director, SFX man. I know fluke discovery (how many 17-year- 
how to do everything and I know old dishwashers with 13" members 
everything. Please hire me.’ Here, are there?), flagnolia - an epic of 
one suspects, was an individual with chance - opens with a prologue 
a preternaturally firm grasp of his comprised of three tales of freakish 
own destiny. coincidence and features a host of 

Accordingly, Anderson has injected characters bursting into song at the 
a fascinating thematic through-line same time. And what was the role of 
of fate, chance and predestination the rickety harmonium mysteriously 
Into his canon thus far. Like the dropped off outside Barry Egan's 
novels of Thomas Pynchon (whose office in Punch-Drunk Love if not to 
LA noir, inherent Vice, Anderson act as a harbinger of discordant 
will supposedly direct for his next activity to come? There UiU Be Blood 
project), little in the director's work went even further, exploring the 
Is completely random. Instead, things concept of American manifest destiny 
happen according to some abstract and westward expansion through the 
cosmic order. fortuitous discovery of oil ® 
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PRODUCER JOANNE SELLAR REVEALS THE SECRETS OF PAUL 
THOMAS ANDERSON'S CREATIVE PROCESS. AND EXPLAINS HOU 
SHE FELL PUNCH-DRUNK IN LOVE WITH THE DIRECTOR'S WORK. 


I used to help run the Scale cinema for 
[producers] Stephen Woolley and Nik Powell 
in the mid-'SOs. They were developing Palace 
Pictures at the time and decided to launch 
a music video division. I went off to spearhead 
that, and basically learned how to become a 
producer. 1 cut my teeth on Richard Stanley's 
Hardware in 1989. 

"After that I did another film with Richard, 
called Dust DeviL It was an interesting learning 
experience: we were in post-production when 
Palace went bankrupt. At that point we set up Scala 
Productions, opened an office in LA and optioned 
the script to Dark Slood. I went over to get the 
film financed and cast - unfortunately. River 
Phoenix died 12 days from the end of production. 
It was tragic, but one positive thing that came 
out of my time in LA was that I got to meet 
Paul Thomas Anderson. 

"One of the producers on Hard Eight was looking 
for a Line producer, and I recommended my now- 
husband, Daniel Lupi. He got on really well with 
Paul and introduced us. We instantly hit it off. 1 
remember some time Later he gave me the script 
for Boogie Nights, and just being totally blown 
away. 1 knew I had to work with him. You could tell 
right away he was someone on the up, somebody 
who really, really knew what he wanted and who 
had amazing vision. 

"He was very hyper, very energetic. He was 
young and cocksure, really just an arrogant kid 
who wanted to make films. But he always had this 
air of someone who was very focused and clear 
about what he wanted to achieve and how he was 
going to do it. He was extremely stubborn, which 
can be hard from a producing point of view. But 
of course you have to respect that stubbornness 
because it's his uncompromising attitude that 
makes him such a great filmmaker. It took a while 
for him to trust me, but that's how it is with PauL 
He's not someone who automatically trusts people; 
you really have to earn his respect. But once you 
do gain his trust he's completely LoyaL 

"PauL will start writing scenes for a new project 
and go through it with me, talk to me about how 
it looks in his head. Ue have long conversations. 
I'Ll read the scenes and once he's got a 
complete script I'm the first person to read it *• 


0 



riL suggest changes and make notes, vie'lL talk 
some more until he's ready to go away and refine 
it. We've worked together on every film since Boogie 
Nights, so we have a shorthand now which allows me 
to get on with my job and respect his style. The 
thing with Paul is, when you're working on one of 
his films, you're really working on it. It's a long- 
term thing and you have to be fully committed. 

"Having children in 2001 totally changed my 
professional outlook. I made a choice just to do 
Paul's films because 1 couldn't manage doing 
other people's films while trying to raise a family. 
I never really wanted to take the studio route. I've 
had opportunities along the way, but I've never 
been interested in that side of the industry. If I 
work on something I have to feel really passionate 
about it, 1 need to believe in the person who's 
making it. Otherwise it's just a job and that 
doesn't interest me. 



'After we've put a project to bed there's usually a 
period of downtime, but in the case of The Master 
Paul is already talking about the next one. That's 
really unusual because typically he likes to finish 
one thing before he starts thinking about what he 
might Like to do next. He'Ll often have kernels of 
ideas in different stages that he's working on, but 
usually you'll see those ideas re-emerge two or 
three years later. But he's already chosen to make 
an adaptation of Inherent Vice for his next film. 
He's a huge Thomas Pynchon fan and he became 
interested in the book when it got published. 
There was a point when The Master got delayed 
when it Looked like he might make that first. He 
was obsessed with getting The /faster out though, 
so as soon as we got the money together there was 
no going back. 

"Megan Ellison was our saviour on The Master. 
Universal commissioned Paul to write a project 
straight after There WiLL Be BLood. It took him 
quite a while, which isn't uncommoa but it was 
during that time that Hollywood really started to 
change quite profoundly. 'Drama' became a dirty 
word to the major studios, they became interested 
in just doing popcorn movies and no one wanted to 
touch anything that was deemed high-art. 


'PAUL'S BECOME 
A MORE ORGANIC 
FILMMAKER OVER 
THE YEARS; HE'S 
MUCH FREER AND 
MORE OPEN. A LOT 
OFTHAT IS OOUN 
TO CONFIDENCE." 


"Universal backed away from the project 
so we took it to the marketplace, which itself 
was changing because all the mini-majors - 
Paramount Vantage, Miramax - had shut up shop, 
and the surviving indie labels like Fox Searchlight 
and Focus had pretty much cut their budgets back 
to nothing. Megan had just set up a start-up film 
financing company and was looking to finance 
great movies made by real auteurs. We met with 
her and she was a huge fan of Paul's and was 
willing to take a risk on us. She was the only one 
who had any balls in that town. 

"Paul's become a more organic filmmaker over 
the years, he's much freer and more open now, 
and a lot of that is down to his own confidence, 
which seems to grow with every film. Boogie 
Nights and Magnolia were very well thought-out in 
that in pre-production he'd have shot lists written 
out for every day of production, which is pretty 
unheard of. On Punch-Drunk Love he became a 
Lot more fluid in terms of how he approached the 
production. He's less guarded now, he's able to 
listen to other people's opinions and still follow 
his gut instinct. Nowadays Paul seeks outthe input 
of guys like [art director] Jack Fisk, [DP] Robert 
Elswit and [costume designer] Mark Bridges in the 
very early stages of production. 

"We're a big family, but it's a very serious, 
earnest endeavour to make a film with Paul. 
Everyone takes their role very seriously, and Paul 
expects a certain level of professionalism from 
everyone he works with. He's mellowed out a Lot, 
but he's still very much a control freak. He still 
wants to do everything in a way, but he's got a 
family of his own now and he's definitely become 
more relaxed with age. But he's stilt that same 
cocksure kid inside. He will never ever compromise 
on anything."® 
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PHILIP SEYMOUR HOFFMA 


P hilip Seymour Hoffman has maae 
a career out of playing sao 
sacks, oddoaUs and belligerent 
assholes. The kind of self- 
loathing, self-pleasuring creeps you 
wouldn’t want to get stuck in a lift with. 
But whether he's getting his method 
on to portray an Amencan literary 
icon, ruining Etnen Hunt's day or just 
breathing heavily down the phone. 
Hoffman is invariably a compelling 
screen presence. Nowhere more so than 
in the films of his long-time friend Paul 
Thomas Anderson. 

HoTTman has appeared in all but one 
of Andei'son's six features stretching 
back to lyyo'B Hara Eight, establishing 
himseir as a versatile character actor 
in the orocess. In the decade since 
tneir last collaboration, iUOi's Punch- 
Drunk Love, Hoffman has reaffirmed 
his passion for the theatre, earning a 


DOES WHAT HE HAS TO D 


Tony nomination for his Lead turn in 
the Broadway revival of Arthur Miller's 
Oeatt) of a Salesman. He’s also directed 
his first feature. Jack Sees Boating. 
and recently announced his second, 
Ezekiel Moss, which appeared on the 
2011 industry 'Black List' of acclaimed 
unproduced scripts. 

Despite this late career shift Hoffman 
isn't about to turn his hack on life in 
front of the Lens just yet - he's oue to 
start filming A Host Wanted nan, Anton 
Corbijn's follow-up to The American, 
and The Hunger Games sequel within 
the next Tew months. BeTore all that, 
IWLies met up with Hoffman to get the 
Lowdown on nis special relationship 
with Anderson and his astonishing 
performance in The Master. +- 
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“Paul and 1 started talking about this character 
tour years ago. But it's weird; I didn't really have 
a backstory for Lancaster in mind. I know I thought 
about it a lot out I don't think 1 tried to nail it down 
too much. I tMnk the less you know about him, the 
more interesting a character he is. He's just a guy 
who's basically dabbled in lots of things; ne got a 
rew degrees and probably did some service in some 
kind oT military capacity. And then I think he became 
interested in treating people and dealing with people 
and helping people, He's coming from a good place, I 
think. That's h's history - he's a guy who's done a lot 
of different things. How much of all of those things he 


says he is are true, I don't know. It's hard to nail him 
down iind in that sense it was dirticult to play him. He's - 

a mysterious guy. ; • 

"In terms of how I dealt with him technically there : • 

were a lot oT difterent points of inspiration outside “ 

of the obvious stuff. But who he is and the way he is. “ 

the internal life of the guy, is something I had to think e 

a lot about by myself. It's not that I wanted to avoid 
reierence points; it's just the way I tend to do things. . 

It's so hard to put into words because it's something “ 

that takes place over a Long period of time, irs a ’ 

gradual process; a lot of discussion and reading and >• 

research goes into it." □> 
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"irs been 1U years since Haul and 1 made a movie 
together. It's good - now we don't have to do it again 
for another 10 years. No. I mean, this was a great one 
to be in. But my working relationship with Paul doesn't 
matter; it’s my friendship with him that does. I get 
concerned when we don't talk for a few months, not when 
we don't make a movie together ror a few years, I make 
sure that we stay close as mends and that's what we 
concern ourselves with. In his meanderings of trying to 
put stones and scripts togetner - because he writes all 
tne time - if he comes upon something that he decides 
suits me then we'll talk about it, but otherwise I'm not 
constantly looking to work with him. I've already worked 
with him enough tor a lifetime, in a lot of ways. But I 


hope we keep working together, I hope I'm still a part 
ot his stones. But it not then that's okay. 

"It's funny because I have this wnole other life in 
the theatre that he's not a part or at aiL it's such a 
huge part of my Life and 1 think that's always been very 
healthy for our relationship because I bring a lot of 
what I do in the theatre into Paul's world. I think Paul's 
more ooen to a lot ot things now, people's inout and 
opinions. He's more open to feedback and criticism. 
You've got to trust yourself and have confidence in what 
you're doing, and Paul has a lot ot that so it s tough 
for him to let others in and .isten to different ideas. 
But he's getting really good about allowing mistakes to 
happen, irs a more organic process now." 
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"I became a director in the theatre many years ago 
and tnafs been my thing lor a while now, so when 
i crossed over into directing a nim i did think aoout 
Paul but also a lot of other directors I've worked with. 
Tfie biggest tning Paul taught me was that whatever you 
do has to be ycurs. whether irs on stage cr on a movie 
set. irs got to be personal; irs got to mean something. 
I'm on my own journey now and I hope 1 can make 
a handful ot films in my life. I'm trying to find my own 
voice as a director and there's no doubt that Paul will 


continue to be a guiding influence in that respect. 

"You always go back to acting and you kind ot forget. 
ATiftning that's a creative thing like that, iTs easy to 
forget how you did it; it's hard to replicate how you 
made something work oefore. When something comes 
to you you go with it and from there you might go off 
in any number of directions, but you always forget how 
that actually happens. 1 guess it always starts with 
a question though, as stupid as tney sound, you have 
to find l 1 way into the conversation." 
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"I'm very curious guy, but I also want to shut 
down somstimes. In the storytelling business you're 
constantly being inquisitive and digging at yourself. 
Sometimes you've just got to leave it alone. But 
Lancaster is definitely someone I found hard to switch 
off from, I just nnd it so moving that all he wants 
IS to be close to ttiis guy. It fascinates me that the 
need you can have for another '.ndividual can be so 
strong. And 1 thinn there’s something really attractive 
about being as tree as Freddie is. certainly that's 
a quality Lancaster envies. 

"Malcing this film reconfirmed my belief that all 
religions and social movements are susceptible to 


these types of figures. For .me. I wasn't interested in 
just looking at Scientology because there are so many 
other movements that have come out of chansmanc 
men. But 1 shy away from the easy, cynical 'it's a cult 
movie’ line because I don't think that gets anybody 
anywhere. There's nothing 'culty' about it, you know. 
It's not like we’re sat around dnnking Kool-Aid. It's a 
psychological, emotional thing. 1 like the idea of seeing 
If iTs possible to be manipulated or led down a certain 
path regardless of who you are or what your beliefs 
are. I've always been a little bit wary of who's Leading 
me, what group I’m involved with, you know, irs good to 
never blindly follow, to keep asking questions." 
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'Every nun I make i olways try to read reviews in the 
beginning, just to take c temperature of it. I've learned 
that It's almost irresponsible not to because you can 
end up naving a situation where everyone around you 
is really scared to tell you the truth, and that's not fair 
to make people be Like that out of your own ignorance. 
I want to know enough that I can look anyone in the eye 
and know what people are saying. But then I let it go 
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"What else could I want? I've giver and shown up to the 
best or my ability and career-wise 1 trunk I've had it as 
good as I could ever have dreamed. I hope I don't start 
gaining regret because I feel really good right now. I've 
dealt kith all the bad sturf and learned to take it with the 
good. Lite-wise that's a different question, but career- 
wise I've been very lucky. I want to do a lot of different 
things. Right now I wart to keep directing theatre, I rave 
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because after a point it is what it is and things just take 
their course. I've been there when the reviews are really 
harsh and negative and obviously its not nice, but you 
can't Let it affect you. You have to Learn to take it on 
the chin and just Let it be. Every once in a while you do 
something that gets torn apart and you'll read stuff and 
think, 'Yeah, you know what, I see your point. Hostly its 
about knowing enough to be able to let it go." 


0-00 o 

II I o 

0 - I 0-0 0-0 - 0 - 0-0 0-0 

I M-' I I I I I I I 

O O 0-0 0-0 O I 0-0 o o 


plans to do that next year. Maybe direct a film, too. 
Hopefully I'Ll direct many more films and maybe produce 
some as well. I'm lucky in that sense because even 
though I'm a terrible writer I have good relanonships 
with a tew really amazing writers. My brother's the writer 
in the family and most of my closest friends are writers 
so I kind of vicariously do that through them. I love 
talking things through with people." C?) 
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TRADITIONAL FILM STOCK IS UNDER THREAT FROM TNE D16XTAL REVOLUTION 
SHEERING CINEMAS. SO WHY MAS PAUL THOMAS ANDERSON FILMED THE HASTE/l 
IN 70HN - THE MOST EXPENSIVE AND IMPRACTICAL FORMAT OF THEM ALL? 



I A FILMMAKER. THAT'S UHY I'LL NEVER HAKE A MOVIE ON VIDEOTAPE. 
JACK HORNER, BOOSIE NIGHTS 


P aul Thomas Anderson's The Master shot 
on 70mm celluloid — an antiquated film 
stock that is tough to acquire, tough to 
project and tough to distribute. Many have 
questioned the director's motives, but for an 
insight we need look no further than his own work. 
Take, for example, the scene from Boogie Nights 
in which Philip Baker Hall's porno financier Floyd 
GondoLli insists to artisan director Jack Horner 
(Burt Reynolds) that he gets with the seismic 
industry shifts and starts shooting his bongo 
flicks on a new, cheaper format: video. Horner, 
retaining a wry smile along with his artistic 
dignity, insists that, "If it looks like shit and it 
sounds like shit, then it's shit." 

A Little technical background: photographic 
film stock - the tangible 35mm reel that you hold 
in your hand and develop via a chemical process 
- is swiftly being replaced as the film industry's 
staple format. The new kid on the block is DCP, or 
'digital cinema package', essentially a heavy-duty 
flash drive containing a high quality digital copy 
of a film. With super-sized 70mm film, 65mm of 
its diameter is used to retain the image, while the 
remaining 5mm is used for holding six magnetic 
audio tracks. The difference between OCP and 
35mm film is Like the difference between a Kindle 
and a paperback book. The difference between 
35mm and 70mm is the same as a paperback book 
and a pristine first edition classic that's been 
inked in gold Leaf. To put it in terms Jack Horner 
would appreciate: 70mni film doesn't Look like shit 
and it certainly doesn't sound Like shit. 

Tony Jones, manager of the Cambridge 
Picturehouse, one of the few venues in the UK 
still in possession of 70mm projection facilities, 
echoes Horner's sentiments: "For my money, it is 
the bestformatto shoot on, but the business model 
just doesn't work. And it's not just the image. The 
sound on 70mm film is, I think, still superior to 
the Dolby six-track system used by most cinemas 
that have undergone digital upgrades." 

In the early days, 70mm was the preserve 
of Biblical epics and Lavish musicals. Fred 


Zinnemann's Oklahoma! became the first film to be 
shot in 70mm in 1955, and it was soon followed by 
the Likes of Frank Borzage's little-known The Big 
Fisherman (a portrait of one of Christ's disciples) 
and Joshua Logan's adaptation of the Rogers and 
Hammerstein hit South Pacific, both in 1959. This 
was the era of cinematic bombast, when prints 
were hired by over-sized picture palaces with 
60-foot screens where the colossal, immersive 
nature of the image could be experienced in all 
its mighty splendour. 
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Yet the medium was Later embraced for its unique 
depth of field and ultra-detailed resolution. 
David Lean crystallised the expansive, forbidding 
qualities of the deserts of Jordan and Morocco in 
Lawrence of Arabia in 1962 Ca digital restoration 
is released in the UK on November 16). Jacques 
Tati mined the possibilities of the expanded frame 
to its fullest with his 1967 masterpiece. Playtime, 
in which every scene has multiple points of focus. 
And Stanley Kubrick attained an all-enveloping, 
grandiose sweep for 1968's 2001: A Spoce Odyssey. 
But with each print costing around £25,000 to 
produce, and with each reel only containing 20 
minutes of film, the Logistics of 70mm screenings 
were both complex and prohibitively expensive. As 
a result, it wasn't unusual for a single 70mm print 
to tour the country in a 'roadshow' presentation. 
Tony Jones recalls the immense (but satisfying) 
task of screening Phillip Kaufman's 195-minute 
astronaut epic The Right Stuff in 70mm, squeezed 
into a projectionist's booth with 10 hulking reels 
of film. "The costs are phenomenal," he says. 
Ron Frieke's recent globalisation doc Samsara 
was shot in 70mm, but is only screening digitally 
in the UK. '^he producers weren't even thinking 
of having 70mm prints of the film made," Fricke 
admits. "One mistake in the projection booth and 
boom..." Twenty-five grand up in smoke. 

Joshua Logan is head projectionist and repertory 
programmer for Chicago's Music Box Theatre, one 
of tiie US venues that played host to a pre-release 
screening of The Masterin 70mm. In the four years 
that Logan has been on the job, the only film the 



Musk Box had screened in 70mm prior to that was a 
restored print of Robert Wise's Vest Side Story. "Every 
time we do a screening or a 70mm series, a good deal 
of re-training for the projection staff is necessary to 
ensure no print damage occurs," says Logan. 

"Additionally, though our film projectors nominally 
can run both 3^mm and 70mm with justthe replacement 
of a few key parts, we've found that there are always a 
few hours of calibrations needed every time we switch 
from one format to the other, particularty with regards 
to shutter timing. But I've not found the handling 
or threading of 70mm film prints to be particularly 
difficult; the sheer physicality of the print in one's 
hands innately leads to a more measured, determined 
handling than one typically affords a 35mm print" 

When it comes to screening films from prints, the 
question is whether digital 4K projection can ever 
match real film. 'AKcan almost match 35mm in terms 
of resolution," says Logan, "though it's struggling 
with image-quality and contrast." Will digital ever 
be able to match 70mm? 'It's more than twice as 
larga, .i^s substantially brighter and can present 
an incredibly wide image with no anamorphk lens 
distortion," Logan continues. "In short, you've made 
MP's job of. catching up quite a bit harder. You've 
moved the goalposts." 

Though 70mm has long been a niche format lthere 
wasn't a single film shot on 70mm during the whole 
of the 1980s}, there are people and organisations 
that exist to celebrate and preserve the medium. 
Since 1994, Thomas Kauerslev has been editor of The 
7Dmin Newsletter, a connoisseur's circular used to 
disseminate technical innovations and screening 
dates for 70mm films. He is now webmaster of in70mm. 
com. "Our aim is simple: to encourage filmmakers to 
produce and make new films in 65mm, then present 
them in 70mm with six-track. discrete digital sound 
on big curved screens," says HauersLev. 

He continues: 'Eastman Kodak are still producing 
70mm film stock, so it's still possible to shoot on 
it. Thanks to a few cinema owners and museums - 
and, of course, the audience - interest for 70mm is 
kept alive. This was the impetus behind starting The 
Widescreen Weekend in 1996, which is a festival that 
only shows old 70mm films." 

The contributors to the site also assiduously 
document every film screening in 70mm across the 
entire globe. Whether UK audiences will be seeing 
any screenings of The Master posted there remains 
highly doubtful^ 
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Tony Jones describes Cinerama as a "great 
format [with] terrible films". Now seen as taking 
things just a tad too far, the Cinerama process 
developed by Msney promised such a large image 
that it required three perfectly set and calibrated 
projectors just to screen the films. Star-spangled 
western epic How the West Has Won remains the 
definitive example of Cinerama, even though the 
film's four directors were unable to shoot such 
basic coverage as close-ups of stars including 
John Wayne and Gregory Peck. 
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Also known as Circle-Vision 360', Circarama was 
another gimmicky format developed by Disney for 
use in its theme parks. Utilising nine cameras to 
capture a full 360-degree panorama, it was first 
used for patriotic documentary short America the 
Beautiful in 1955. 
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Developed by Douglas Trumbull, the mad SFX genius 
behind 2001: A Space Odyssey, and director of 
hippy-dippy cosmic jaunt 5i(ent Running, Showscan 
was a 65mm format that ran at 60 frames per 
second, resulting in a richer and more detailed 
image than 3Smm films shot at the traditional 
24fps. Trumbull created his 1983 film Brainstorm 
in Showscan, but it really took off as the stock-of- 
choice for theme park simulator rides. However, 
Showscan proved prophetic, as both James 
Cameron and Peter Jackson have recently talked 
about the aesthetic advantages of shooting fiUns 
at 8 higher frame rate, with Jackson's forthcoming 
Hobbit trilogy shot at 48fps. 
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POP SURREALIST MARK RYDEN HAS BEEN CREATING 
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ART JUXTAPOSES FAIRY TALE IMAGERY WITH 
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Programme 

LIFE-SAVING INTERVENTION OR 'SPIRITUAL GANG RAPE'? 
LWLIES MEETS THE EX-CULT MEMBERS BATTLING FOR THE 
HEARTS AND MINOS OF THEIR FORMER COLLEAGUES. 


N o one krtOMlngly Joins a cult. But thay 
ulU sign up for a charity group, a selt- 
improvament course or a new type of 
exercise class, says Ian Haworth, the founder 
of the London-based Cult Information Centre. 
~I can't think of a single case that diont start 
off Innocently," he says, looking back over i3 
years of experience. 

Haworth learned about the bait and switch 
the hard way. Before he began advising 
people on cults, he was part of one. He was 
31, living alone in Toronto, far from his home 
in Lancashire, when a beautiful blonde with a 
clipboard stopped him at an Intersection with 
a survey. She hung on his every word, told him 
she was part of a community group that he 
should }o1n. She Invited him to an introductory 
evening and asked for his phone number. 

The meeting took place at a luxury hoteL 
where the blonde greeted him with a hug. 
Haworth took a saat and soon another woman 
who said she had a PhD addressed the group 


of about IDO. She claimed she used to be an 
alcoholic and a drug addict but had turned 
her life around with help from the evening's 
hosts; PSl Mind Development Institute. Haworth 
decided to leave, but to be polite he watted 
until the break. 

As he lit e cigerette In the foyer, an 
organiser appeared at nis arm. Haworth told 
her he was trying to kick the habit Site offered 
to help with a S225, four-day, guarsnteed-or- 
your-money-back quit smoking course. 

Two weeks later, Haworth was sitting in 
an airport motel learning to quit smoking 
through meditation. The course was 
exhausting. Sessions lasted five to six hours. 
Little food was provided and breaks were 
short precise lengths like slx-and-a-quarttr 
minutes. According to court records, police 
Later concluded that hypnosis was used 
'Illegally' to gain the confidence and trust of 
participants, and 'to obtain funds for the Mind 
Development Institute'. ^ 


C) U- 




withheld or given only to high-level members. 
Loolfing st intormatfon that criticises the 
group might be a punishable offence. 

Thoughts can be controlled by creating an 
'us and them' mentality; teaching thought- 
stopping techniques to allow only 'good' 
thoughts; and prohibiting any critical 
questions about the leader, doctrine or policy. 
Emotions might be controlled through ritual 
confessions; making members feel guilty for 
not meeting targets; or shunning people who 
leave - dismissing them as weak, undisciplined 
or brainwashed by their family. 

It's not uncommon for members to end 
up with phobias about the terrible things 
that will happen to them if they Leave. 
Hassan remembers Moon bussing hundreds 
of Hoonies to a Naw York City cinema for a 
screening of Ihe Exorcist. 'He gave us a 
lecture about how God made the Exorcist as a 
prophecy of what would happen to people who 
left the Unification Church,' Hassan racalls 
with a Laugh. 



Hassan had been in the group for two-and- 
a-half years and was being groomed for a 
Leadership role when he nodded off at the 
whael of a fundraising van and crashed into 
a tractor-trailer. With one lag fully encased 
in plaster and h1s other In bandages, he want 
to stay with his sister. Against Ms wishes, 
she called their parents, who arrived with ex- 
Hoonles for an intervention. 

There was a moment in the backseat of 
a ear when Hassan saw a chance to escape 
by reaching over to the driver's seat and 
snapping his father's neck. But before he 
could act, his father broke down. 'He started 
to cry and he said, 'Steve, what would you do 
If it was your only son? What would you do 
if he met a controversial group and within 
a few weeks dropped out of college, quit his 
job and donated his bank account? How would 
you feel?" 

His father urged him to listen to the 
former members, promising that if he still 
wanted to rejoin the group, he would drive him 
back himself. At that point Hassan thought 
his father was the one who was brainwashed, 
but he felt h1s pain. 

He remembers the sessions with the ex- 
Moonies: 'It was a very dramatic moment. I felt 
like I was In a dark room and someone opened 
the shades and the sun came streaming in. It 
was like someone saying, 'Steve! This is what's 
real, over here." 

Hassan became a deprog rammer, assisting 
1n Involuntary interventions, but quit after 


a year. “I said, This is too traumatising'. 
People are programmad with phobias that 
they're going to be possessed by Satan, and 
there t am in the room trying to persuade 
them to rethink that noon Is the nesslah.' 

At around the same time, in 1977, American 
legal scholar and religious freedom advocate 
Dean Kelley critKlsed deprogrammers 
for practicing the same kind of physical 
and psychologicaL coercion they claimed 
to be combating. He called for the 'equal 
consideration to the feelings - and rights - 
of young people who go about in dally dread 
of being physically salted and subjected to 
protracted spiritual gang rape until they yield 
their most cherished religious commitments.' 

During the late 70s, Ted Patrick, an American 
known as the 'father of deprogramming', 
faced his first conviction for kidnapping and 
unlawful Imprisonment. 


"IT WAS A 
VERY DRAMATIC 
MOMENT. I FELT 
LIKE 1 WAS IN A 
DARK ROOM AND 
SOMEONE OPENED 
THE SHADES AND 
THE SUN CAME 
STREAMING IN." 


The Jonestown Massacre changed Hassan's 
mind. In November 1978, over 900 people died 
in Guyana on the northern coast of South 
America, where Jim Jones, the American leader 
of the People's Temple, led his followers - 
including over 200 children - in drinking 
cyanide-Laced KooL-Ald. The mass suicide 
remalr>ed the single largest loss of American 
civilian life in a non-natural disaster until 
Septambsr 11, 2001. 

Hassan went back to university and studied 
to become a counsellor with a view to helping 
people legally In voluntary Interventions, 
Jonestown also inspired Haworth to set 
up an education and counselling centre. 
It was only a few weeks since his own 
deprogramming experience. 

A neighbour who he had been trying to 
recruit Into PSI handed him a twwspaper 
article about a young man who had attended 
one of the group's courses artd ended up in 
psychiatric care. Haworth had only been a 
member of the group for two-and-a-half weeks 
and the article jarred him. He tried calling tha 
group's leaders to ask about it but no orte took 
his calL So he spoke to the reporter who wrote 
the story instead. 


The reporter invited him to the newsroom 
and laft him alone In an office to pore over 
the documents that backed up the story. 
After 90 minutes, Haworth says, his critical 
faculties returned. 

Although not a formal intarventioa that 
is how voluntary deprogramming - or exit 
counselling - often works, says Rick Ross, who 
has done more than 500 interventions over 26 
years for families who are concerned that a 
relative is being influenced by a cult. 

'Basically you're hoping the person's 
critical thinking will kick in and they will 
evaluate the information with some careful 
consideration,' says Ross. “Tn my experience, 
three out of four will end up leaving 
the group.' 

Interventions normally last four days and 
often take place in a family member's home, 
he explains. The subject can laave at any time 
but their family will try to persuade them to 
stay and listen. Ross lays out information 
about cults in general before zeroing In on 
the particular group and how the member's 
decision-making may have been taken away 
from them. 

'Many times I've sat down with peopla and I 
actually know more about the group than thay 
do because a lot of the information has been 
hidden from them,' ha says. He arms himself 
with corporate filings, financial statements, 
and court records, plus other official 
documents for the sessions. 

The Internet hes made Ufa difficult 
for groups that depend on withholding 
information from members or prospective 
recruits. Groups whose ex-members 
were previously afraid to speak out are 
becoming increasingly cortfident as they 
sea others sharing thair stories with 
dire consequences. 

'The internet has made a tremendous 
difference and It's still in our favour, though 
cults can use it for thair own propaganda, 
But there is information widely available 
now that is highly critical of these groups,' 
says Haworth. 

And yet naw groups are emerging all the 
time, and It's often the smaller, more obscure 
organisations that are most dangerous. 
Haworth's advice is to check out everything. 

'It is sad when you think people have all 
these tremendous electronic tools available 
and they don't use them,' he says. 'People 
spend more time buying a second-hand car 
than they do signing up for a coursa. ‘What 
can go wrong on a course?' Well, a lot.'® 
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Sightseers 

Directed hv 11K.\ U lIliATLEV 
Starrinfi \LH-^ I.OM E. STEVE (I HAM. SAHA STEWAHT 
/<r/(«M</X<)VEMBi;H ;hi 


B en Wheatley makes (he kinds of films 
that feel tike they've been ripped from 
Bomcoiie else's niglitinires. His first 
two features. Dnwn Terrace .and Kill 
lint, were hnlh profoundly dark, eiiicmatie 
thrillers that put low-rent black comedy buck 
on the British cinema menu. Without ever living 
up to the Mgli standards of his previous work. 
Sightseers. Wheatley's third film in as many 
years, is another entertaining slice of kitchen- 
sink eccentricity. 

Alice Lowv and Sieve Oram - who cu-wrotc 
the screenplay along with Wlieatley's lunK-timc 
collaborator and wife .Amy Jump - play new 
couple Tina and Chris, who decide to embark 
on an ’erotic odyssey' In the nortli of England in 
a used caravan- This is cau.se for much concern 
for Tina's infirm motlier, Carol (Eileen Davies), a 
sour old bmtlifledstraiglitoutofaCatheriueTate 
sketch who's taken to cmutiunally blackmailing 
Tina sittcc the death of the family doft I’oppy. in a 
tragic crocheting incident. 

But it's time for Tina to start putting her 
own happiness first. So she and Chris grab 
their camping gear and hit the Ml enthused 
by the pro.spect of sampling the finest tourist 
traps Yorkshire has to offer - lop of the list; the 
Crieh Tramway, the Ribblehead Viaduel and 
the Keswick Pencil Museum. Though it licgins 
innocently enough, their romantic getaway 
descends into a sociopath’s jolly alter a fatal 
incident during a scheduled stop off results 
in Chris revealing a disturbing p.-ithiiiogieal 
impulse. Alarmed but eager to plea-se. Tina lets 
her imier sadomasoehisi loose and the film 
takes asharp left turn into black farce. 

Imagine if Mike Leigh remade fkidtanJs 
after biiigingon video nasties and reruns of The 
GoodLifetoT six montlisandyou’re somewhere 
dose to Sightseers. Yet for all that tills 
supremely nutty .and violent tale of iovestruck 
sickos on a rural killing spree is morbid fun 
for the most part, something doesn't quite 


sit right. There’s no sen.se to the slaughter; 
the victims are portrayed as ignorant, \ailgar, 
conceited or otherwise obnoxious but they 
are all fundamentally innocent strangers, and 
Chris and Tina’s unmitigated apathy makes it 
impossible to care about them individually or 
as a couple. Which is a problem when you’re 
making a film in which the narrative is driven 
by the emotional ebb and flow of being in a 
young rdaiionsliip, 

Lowe and Oram fleshed out Iheir initial 
concept after TV’ bosses rejected it for being 
too twisted. Perhaps Sightseers would have 
worked better a-s amini serial, where an episodic 
structure would Icud itself to spending time 
with characters who - Uke Steve Coegan ;uid 
Rob Br>'diin in Midiael Winterbotlom's 77!c 
Trip - are best suffered in small doses. In any 
case. Lowe and Oram are an amusing double- 
act and their script contains some terrifically 
deadpan moments. 

-As for Wheatley, chalk tills one up as a 
solid but unspectacular addition to liis small 
but very impressive canon. He’s signed on to 
direct an American creature feature called 
Freokshift next, which he plans to follow 
with a psychedelic seventeentli-century 
drama set during the English Civil War. Bring 
iloii Aiiwnvooinv.viii) 
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Interview by U.WIU JKNklNS Photography by PALL WiLLULUIlBV 


Alice Lowe 
6 Steve Oram 


T he idea (or Sightseers percolated in the 
minds of Alice Lowe and Steve Oram 
for many years. Initially, the pair saw 
it as a TV sketch shew or a live tour 
starring two comically ineiiwtual Midlands 
holidaymakers. Instead. the}'Ve taken centre 
stage in a Aim by Kill List director Ben Wheatley. 
They came to LWLies HQ to talk about their 
whirlwind tour of the world festival circuit, bow 
they shot enough footage for three separate 
Alina and how they took inspiration from the 
great Mike Leigh. 


LWLies: When was the first lime you 
saw the completed film? Was it at the 
Cannes premiere? 

Alice Lowe: No, we saw various edits of it 
beforehand. We'd been in to do bits of voice- 
over and stuff like that, but we hadn't seen the 
Anal version with other people. We deliberately 
held back from watching it until there was 
a proper audience there. 

Steve Oram: It was an unknown quantity really. 

AL And after yvu've seen them so many times, 
you start to question just how funny the jokes 

You were Integral to the writing and 
performing of the film. Did you help at all 
with the production? 


AL: No, no. I think that would've been a little too 
much. We left that to Ben. We are the writers su 
we got to see some of the edit. There were three 
edits where the Aim changed substantially. 
There were so many hours of footage because of 
the way in which Ben Alms. You never sit down, 
you're just acting all day from dusk until dawn. 

Were yon guys in full method-mode during 
the shoot? 

SO: During Aiming, yes. But when the cameras 
were off we were just back to normal. I've beard 
that Poirot does that. 

AL: Yes. He solves crime over the weekends. 

SO: He’s on set and he greets all the people in the 
crew as Poirot. But we didn't do that. 

AL: That would've been annoying. 

David Suchel la an old-school thesp. 

SO; And we're just some comedians 

AL: We didn't know what we were doing. 

SO; We had no formal training. But we were 
willing to by anything 

AL: I think Ben likes to use people who aren't 
particularly trained. When you're a comedian, 
you leam your acting skills in the ring as it 


were. It’s just survival instincts kicking in 
when you're in front of an audience. 1 knew 
two emotions, and by the end of this. I'd maybe 
learned a third. 

SO: Anger's easy, isn't it? You just shout. 

AL: You're like a naive child who has no idea 
what theyYe doing. IVe heard about Lars von 
Trier taking Nicole Kidman into the woods and 
screaming at her. because she had so many in- 
built acting mannerisms. He was trying to gel to 
the real her. We were already tike that without 
any layers of professionalism. Or s ki II 

Was there a long time spent working with 
Ben trying to find your characters? 

AL: We had about two weeks of rehearsal, but 
before that we had Ave years of improvisation. 
We'd been on research trips. Went on a little 
camping holiday in character. This was to And 
out the plot 

SO: It was pretty fully formed by the time the 
film was greenlit. We knew what we were doing 
and who the characters were. We had workshops 
with the other actors. That was great fun. 

Yon shot a lot of footage for the film, and a 
lot of it was cut. Could you make another 
film from the off-cuts? 

SO; We could probably make a short film. *• 



AL: On the DVD there will be a lot (tf deleted 
scenes. 

SO; The first segment where we're at 
the mother's bouse, we did three d^s of 
improvisation at that location. It had been 
decked out beautifully by the art department so 
we could have gone anywhere. 

AL: Every room was decorated 360 degrees 
and you can improvise your way around the 
house. You open a drawer, and there will be 
stuff in there. It's this amazing designer called 
Jane Levick. She makes it like a real liouse. So 
you'll have a dirty toothbrush with toothpaste 
encrusted on it. We shot the film chrondogically, 
and it's amazing to be able to do that. It helps you 
as an actor. We really embedded the characters 
and the relationship in this very real world. We 
could probably make a whole film about Carol 
[Eileen Davies], the mother. She was so amazing. 

SO; That whole section was amazing. There^ 
some great stulf there that didn’t make the film. 
So it could have been an hour of that, and then 
we just go on holiday and have a really nice time. 
Just some shuts of us laughing on trams. 

AL: Sending a nice postcard back. 

The plot of the Rim takes the characters 
to many famous tourist locations in 
the Yorkshire Dales. Was it easy to get 
permission to film in all these places? 

AL: I think they didn’t really tell them what it 
was going to be about 

SO: We asked to use it and they gave us a price. 

AL: We just said. 'Well, it's improvised so we 
don't have a script to show you'. 

SO: We'll see what they make of the film when 
- if - they see it It's good advertising for them, 
1 think. 


AL: They might get a lot of copycat tourists. 
We loved the Pencil Museum particularly. 
We wouldn't let that one go. It% just such a 
funnyplace. 

SO: It's essentially just a load of pencils. 

AL: It's just a big shop We used to have a line 
in it where I said, 'Look Chris, here^ another 
pencil'. 1 sound like I'm mucking it. but it was 
great. I loved it. 

Thongh yon might caU the film a horror- 
comedy, it^ also a really moving portrait of 
a couple. The final scene Is actually quite 
heartbreaking. 

AL: We knew that we didn’t want it to be a tighl- 
bearted comedy like Dumb and Dumber. We 
wanted to do something a bit more interesting, 
and the key to the audience identifying with 
the characters even though they're horrific 
murderers is that they are genuinely in a 
relationship It did make people think. We were 
inspired by epic things like Badlands, Tess of 
the D'Urbervilles and even H'uthering Heights. 
When you're in that landscape you are inspired 
by those epic things. We deliberately started 
the film off in a way that would make people 
thing it was a very twee British comedy-drama, 
and once you enter into this epic landscape it 
opens up into something that you weren’t really 
expecting. We wanted people to say. “Wow, 
Britain can look epic'. 

SO: It was obvious from the start, but it's the 
progression of the relationship that is the key to 
what the murders are. We knew that they were 
going to be episodic marking points aiui^ the 
pathuftheir strange, fucked-up relationship. 

AL: All the killings are supposed to be read 
metsqihorically. They’re meant to be the trials 
of their relationship. 

Those scenes actually reminded us of John 


Christie, the murderer played by Richard 
Attenborough in 10 RllUngton Place. 

AL: Yeah, tbeyTe tike the British antithesis of 
the Tarantino-sfyle antihero who would be 
really cool. 

SO: Yeah, they'd be killing people and smoking 
cigarettes. 

AL: With an eye-patch on. 

SO: We get shitty cagoules. 

AL: But it's also a film about going on holiday. 
And that's another way we wanted people 
to identify with the material. 

SO: Yeah, this could happen to everyone. 

Ith also been compared to Mike Leigh^ Nuts 

SO: Yeah. Well, there aren't that many films 
about camping. 

AL: We've had a lot of people asking about Leigh 
because we use improvisational techniques as 
well. For a comedian, I think his TV stuff was 
the earliest time I could remember seeing 
funny characters that looked and sounded real 
- like someone who could be friends with your 
mum and dad. 

SO: The way that they speak in Nuts in May is 
amazing. ItY this realty relaxed style. 

AL And really specific cultural observations about 
how people act and how they dress He really 
knew. Wi did pilch the idea as Nuts in May meets 
BatBands. but when we started making the film we 
shifted away ftom that Thou^ I watched it quite 
recently, and ith tunny that the relationship does 
have similarities. 1 think what it dues show is that 
there is a strange inevitability to what can happen 
when two people go on holid^ ti^ther. 
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End of Watch 

^ Diu’ih-JIn D.W'I!) AVUn 

i;; .v/((rnf/./.I VKK CIVLLF.NH Wl.. MU'liAKI. PKNA. AWA KFNDRK'K 


T lie first tUini! you nulicv nbout na\id 
As’er's latest feature, End of Watch. 
wiiicli, like his previous. Hurs/i Times, he 
both wTulctiiid direeted, is tliat it purports to be 
■found footage', compiled from digicams used 
not only by L.\PD Officers Brian Taylor (Jake 
Gyllenliaal) and .Mike Zavala (Micliael Pena), 
but also by the ganghangers they encounter on 
their patrols of South Central. 

In theory, such first-per.son cinematography 
ought to impart the sort of p’itty. street-level 
verile associated with television's COPS. But 
.\ycr uses tliis method iiieonsistcntly, throwing 
in both conventional widescreen establishing 
shots and, more insidiously, handheld 
camerawork that simply cannot be diegelic. 
Examplesof this include a mobile shot of Taylor 
inbed with his girlfriend Janet (.\nna Kendrick), 
and the low-angle shot of Taylor on the move 
liliiied front the barrel end of his shotgun. 

In a film where visual vibrancy always 
trumps verisimilitude, shakienm's reality 
eHects are repeatedly prublemati.sed by the 
question of which character is fliming what at 
any given time, especially when the tinswcr, at 
least xiinetiraes, would appear to he 'no one'. 
.Ayer deploys his voguish POV style in a manner 


that some might call postmodern, but those 
less generously inclined will regard simply 
as half-assed. 

The second thing you notice about End 
of H'Qfc/i takes longer to sink in, not Ica-vt 
because it represents such a radical departure 
from convention. In previous films - from 
LJi. Cunjidentiat to Lakeside Terruee. from 
Rampart to Crash, and not forgetting those 
that Ayer has himself written or directed 
(Training Day, Dark Blue. Street Kings) - it is 
axiomatic that the LAl’D is as bent and brutal 
as sin itself. Vet when, in this film's voice-cjver 
prologue, Taylor speaks of occupying the thin 
blue line that separates the good from the bad, 
and later describes the police locker room as 
■the place wliere the forces of good prepare 
to fight the forces of evil", his words, so easily 
dismissed as cynical irony, will turn out to be 
absolutely, incredibly true. 

Taylor and Zavala really are cominilled, 
upright fiimily men. playing out their good 
cop/good cop routine against a Mexican gang 
of vicious killers led by Big Evil (Maurice 
Coinple), a man whose very name marks his 
place in the Manichaean divide. Right to the 
very end (and tills is perhaps a spoiler) you will 


he awaiting a nioraJ reversal thal never comes. 
For so wholeheartedly and irnequiviacally are 
the constabulary chiu-acters lionised here that 
you can almost believe End of U’alc/i has licen 
bankrolled by the LAPD itself. 

In this straightforward, black-and-white 
story of good and evil, there is no real place for 
the dramas of character conlhcl. In its place 
is an overgenerous helping of Immoscicial 
banter and broniance, a .series of crime scenes 
designed to make middle-class viewers go tsk, 
and tile occasional funny line. There’s also a 
charting ofthedcmographicshiftfromAfrican- 
.Aniericans to Hispanics as America's dominant 
underclass. .\.\T(I.N BITEL 
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Laurence Anyways 

l>:r, i-lcd hvWWKlt DOLAN 

Stiirnnn MKLML IMJl I'Al ». SI ZANM) t'LKMENT. NATIIALIL BAVL 
NUVK.MIfLU liO 


Q utbi-cois writer/direclorXavierDulan 
isn'l known for his niudcsly, nor his 
lack nf ambition. Perhaps ihafs why a 
certainbitterness hunRiiitheair as he presented 
his tliird feature in a sidebar slot at the 2012 
Cannes Film Festic'al, haling once again failed 
to graduate to the official compctitiuii. At 
just 23 years of age, he'd have cut an unlikely 
figure among tlie septuagenarians of the main 
selection, but Laurence -Injiru^'s - his most 
ambitious, sprawling, serious film to date - 
would have fit right in. 

French star Meliit Poupaud is the 
eponymous Laurence, a seemingly well- 
adjusted MoiUreal high school teacher who 
in the brave new world of the early 'do.s - outs 
himself as Iransgender to his colleagues, family 
and apprehensive girlfriend, Fred (Suzaiuie 
Clement), seemingly channed life descends 
in to turmoil as Fred and Laurence's relat ion.ship 
is pitted against a society still uncomfortable 
with the grey areas of gender identity. 

Grand in scope and rich in emotion, 
Laurence plays as a rebuttal to the accusation.s 
of style-over-substance triviality that dogged 


Dolan's first two fcalures. Audyet style remains 
paranidunt, of course: visually the film puts 
barel>’ a foot wrong during the Ifi'i minutes 
that separate its exquisite matte black title 
card from its searing final image. But Uulan 
is equally eager to prove himself as a storyteller, 
and it's significant that - for the very first time 
- he resi.sts the temptation to place himself 
in front of the earaera. instead channeling 
all of his efforts into Iransfunning Xavier 
Dolan, enfant Icrrible. into Xavier Dolan, 
respected auteur. 

In fact, this desperation to impress 
docs Dolan few favours. In what feels like a 
concerted effort to create the illusion of depth, 
he packs the film with quiet, contemplative 
scenes to which he seems unwilling, or perhaps 
unable, to fully coiiunil. Soon, both the film 
and its audience arc itching to return to more 
comfortable territory, namely the world of 
house parties, haircuts and fluid sexuality he 
brought so vividly to life in 2010's Heartbeats. 

he does come clo.se to replicating that 
film's encrg>' - mo.si notably in a spectacular 
back-to-school sequence set to deafening Swiss 


electro - he eastsa less-than-flaltering liglit on 
thcsurroundiiigdialoguesceiies- 

Nonethelcss, Dolan’s unshakable belief in 
the value of his vision weiu^ off on Laurence'. 
for all its plodding and pretension. Uiere's 
a palpable sense of emotional hunesty that 
rescues the film from its own wildly scattershot 
instincts. Picking hole.s in such an unashamedly 
ambitious piece of work is easy (a subplot in 
which Laurence seeks solace in tlie company of 
a groui) of elderly cabaret singers is particularly 
mystifying) but ultimately beside the point. 
Dolan knows he's pushing liis luck, and relishes 
every second. I'lLUlLIL I.V.NK 
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Gremlins (1984) 


Dirvctvd JUi; DANTE 

/- At'II (iALLKi VN. IMIOEBE CATES. IKtYT \XT()N 
/fc/r(Mn/NO\'EMI5EIi:HI 


ur slut! c.-ui tiiltc onyLliing," 
f J crumbles Mr Futternian (Dick 
Miller), a rabidly pro-American 
member of Tiie Greatest Genemliun who 
spends the first act of 1984's Gremlins raging 
against the subversive qualities of foreign 
manufacturinC- Futterman’s angry orations 
pithy verbal daggers mostly aimed at 
everjTuaii protagonist Billy Peltzer (Zaeh 
Galligan) - are essential to director Joe Dante's 
extraordinarily entertaining and scathingly 
critical genre film, establishing a generational 
gap between nostalgia fur the past and a Heagun 
era dominated by feiir and paranoia, This 
sharp juxtaposition allows Dante to skewer all 
forms of ideological rigidity, including tire self- 
destructive western arrogance/mLscalculation 
that allows the titular little monsters to run 
ram.shod over tire Anieric.an dream. 

Like many a Hollywood blockbuster from 
the IQBOs, Gremlins considers a potential 
dnuinsdny scenario witnessed at ground level 
in small town America, in this case a sleepy 
'burb named Kingston Falls. But instead of 


laying the blame ut the feel of communist 
invasion, this disaster is directly connected 
to pervasive economic uncertainty. Billy's 
father {Hoyt Axton). the hapless inventor 
responsible for setting the outbreak of 
gremlins in motinii. is constantly on the road, 
desperately trying to peddle his innovative 
products, failing most of the time. The film's 
Capra-esque villain, a crotcliety re;d estate 
tycoon named Mrs Deagle (Polly Holliday), 
shows no compassion when a panicked 
mother asks for an extension on her mortgage 
payment. Finally, Judge Reinhold's yuppy 
corporate jerk belilllcs Billy for not sharing 
his blind ambition, confirming the spite 
Dante feels for corporate malfeasance and 
individu.iJ greed. 

Thai this razor-sharp .subtext and social 
awareness lies beneath a smart, sassy and at 
times brutal horror-comedy is a testament 
to Dante's skill at slyly meshing substantial 
thematic heft and willy, engaging storytelling. 
The brilliant final sequence, in which Billy 
battles the sadistic gremlin Stripe inside 


tile town department store, represents the 
culmination of Dante's seamless critique of 
blind consumerism. If America is to stand tall 
as tlie world's most influential manufacturer of 
product and ideology, Ihcn we must understand 
the vast responsibility inherent to that position. 
Gremlins is a rambunctious reminder of how 
quickly tilings fall apart as our nation balances 
on the edge uf recession. tllJ^.W lllLVi'II Jll 
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Amour 
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I t's become a life's calling for all dented 
Hanekerians (as lliey like to be known) tu 
act as freelance image consultants to the 
imperious and severe Austrian director 
they so admire. It's a tou^ job. Michael Haneke 
appears to take an almost niaiiiacal pleasure 
in tanning humanity^ enlleclive hide, wiieilicr 
for our hapless shirking of class responsibility 
{Hidden), our innately tisdstic behaviomal 
impulses {The WTiifc Bibbvn). our inability to 
temper base emotional urges {The Piann Teacher), 
or simply because, as a species, we're doomed to 
oblivion (The Castle, Furaiy Gomes). 

But, as the Himekeriun will surely claim, he 
is not a glutton for punishment. His films are. 
in fact, full of compassion, poetry and even - if 
you squint - joy. His Palme d’Or-winniug latest, 
/Imour. is Haneke's answer to the weepie. Even 
tiumgh its subject matter is almost parodically 
grim, it's a film that offers a rare glimpse of the 
director's humane side. Tbougli he migiil say 
ollierwise. Amour comes across as an austere 
arlicuiation of bracingly personal fear.s. 

Jean-Louis Truitignant and Emmanuelle 
Riva are Georges and .\nne, a pair of elderly, 
retired music teacliers living together in a 
humble apartment- They don't appear to have 
many friends (they go to concerts alone), they 
don't appear to have much money (they traverse 
Paris by bus) and they dou't appear to have 
much in tlie way of family (Isabelle Ilupport 
plays their daughter, but the relationship they 
share can hardly be described as warm). 

Aune suffers a mild stroke, aud the film 
sim|)ly, directly, punisltingly charts the process 
of her physical and mental decomposition. 
Georges, witli his light limp and battle-hardened 
determination, takes it upon himself to make 
Anne's protracted journey into llie abyss a 
comfortable one. He takes small respite from a 
sly cigarette or a blast of Schubert. 


Almost in ciihoots with the immobility of its 
central characters. Darius Konji's camera glides, 
ghost-like, through tlie autumnal conftnc.s of 
the apartment, occasionally halting to monitor 
the tragic and humiliating routines that come 
before death. By the end of the film, we have a 
rare intimacy with the geography of this place, 
this prison. 

Haneke dues nothing to force undue 
sentimenti the overriding mood is one of 
escalating melancholy and bitter acceptance 
rather than unchecked terror. Georges and 
.•Vune are reticent about expressing their 
mutual love, hut this stately film is about 
the ways in which we demonstrate undying 
affection without even knowing it. When she 
ihi'eatens to go on hunger strike, Georges 
slaps Anne because he can't bare to see her 
stop fighting. There’s also a lovely moment 
where Georges helps the semi-paralysed 
Anne from a wheelchair into an armchair, 
and for a wonderful second they share a brief 

Though the majority of the film takes place 
in the grey-brown rooms of tlieir apartment, 
the director allows our couple to vicariously 
experience the outside world througli 
photographs, paintings, music, dreams and 
occasional visitations from friends and family. 

Indeed, one of Lie film's must strangely 
moling moments sees Haneke - in a flourish 
cannily borrowed from his own Code Unknown 
- cutting away from a close-up shot of Georges 
struggling to feed Anne to a silent montage of 
canvases depicting countryside vistas that hang 
in their fiat- The suggestion here is that these 
static impressions of nature are the only way 
in wliich the couple will experience the great 
outdoors again. 

Trintignant and Riva are so extraordinary 
and precise, it's hard to fathom just how Haneke 


managed to coax these peiibrmances from 
them. Beyond the events presented within Lie 
film, Amour makes a bold statement about the 
traumatising demands of screen acting and 
the perversity of being paid to enact your own 
demise. It also works os a detailed document of 
the waysin whicli industry prisiidcs a consoling 
machinery for death. 

But for all its appiuent tenderness, Amour 
still feels like a stern lesson in deutii. Every shot, 
every line of dialogue, every nuance, eveiy cut 
is so stiflingly precise and loaded with meaning 
that the fihn begins to resemble the yellowing 
pages of a medicid textbook. Even an aniusing 
digres.sian in which u pigeon enters the fiat 
through a window equates to little more tlian a 
giant, ilappmg. open metaphor. 

If it seems harsh to be criticising Haneke's 
unsparing rigour and his empirical search for 
formal and intellectual perfecLon when so 
many directors are open to compromise, then 
let's look at it this way: Amour is a fdm Liat deals 
exclusively in solutions, anwers and trutlis. It 
tells. It shows. It reveals. It is about what it is 
about. The question we must ask is whether a 
film that lacks any sense of opennesscaneverbe 
trulygreat.Perhapsnot. ll.VMli JKXKINS 
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Trouble with the Curve 
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B ;isohaIl is a sarni.- of dvliiiis. Hitling the 
cutoff man with an accurate throw, 
stealing a bag ur lajing dowji a sacritice 
bunt arc all seemingly small moments lliat can 
change the coor.se of a game, even a season. 
In this .sense, it's a sport that demands an 
observational eye from player, coach and f;in 
alike, mi unparalleled altentiuii to nuance. Hut 
it's also a game of attitude. Tlic way you conduct 
yourself during a game often reflects your 
compassion and humility oif the field, or lack 
thereof. Maybe more so than ever, in our self- 
obscssed, glory-hungry, egomaniaeal modem 
age, America's pastime .stands as .1 litmus test 
for cliaracler. 

Robert Lorenz's unapologetieally old- 
fashicined .s|>orts film Tnitible with the Cunt 
examines such a human dilemma, one that 
ends up defining a crisis of methodology 
doliiinatingcurrenl baseball politics. In tile vein 
of Bull Durham, the film takes place in tlie back- 
counlry roads and bars of the South, friendly 
confines for the grizzled old scouts trying to sign 
the next Albert I'ujols. 

One such talent tracker is Gus (Clint 
Eastwood), a grumpy icon of the trade who's 
slowly losing his eyesiglit. Somewhat estranged 
from his lawyer daughter Mickey (Amy Adams). 
Gus lives and lireathe.s baseball and its history. 
He surveys stacks of newspaiwrs for data 
and develops personal relationships with the 


players, investing time and energy into their 
psychological well-being. In contrast, his 
younger counterpart and direct competition 
(a smarmy .Miitlliew Lillard) coldly inputs 
numbers into a computer programme, going 
out of Ills way to disrespect Gus’ process and 
Ihrealenhisjob. 

.\lmost a direct response to MoncybaWs 
attempts to humanise ilie intellectual men 
who favour stat-heavy analytics. Trouble with 
the Curve celebrates the rigorous study of 
player personality, rhythm and demeanour. 
It also villainises arrogance and ego. Tlie 
human intangible.s matter most to Lorenz, so 
much so that his film often bleeds schmaltz. 
\Vlien Mickey attonipls to reconnect witli 
Gus as he embarks on a road trip to scout a 
trendy young talent from North Carolina, the 
director glorifies the smaller moments shared 
between afalher and daughter equally haunted 
by baseliatl's allure. This pure passion also 
inhabit.s a young scout named Johnny (Justin 
Timberlake). who de\'elops a special affinity 
for Mickey's sassiness. It feels entirely apt tliat 
their sercwhall-style flirting consists of one- 
upping each otlierwith baseball trivia. 

While Trouble with the Curve Ls unabashedly 
sunny and hopeful, even when it diverges into 
serious subject matter like ageing and regret, 
the film makes for a rousing bit of American 
classicism. Its clear-cut themes resonate 


profoundly, most notahlyhecaiise they combat a 
pervasive negativity and short-sightedne.ss that 
feels directly fused with the money-hungry core 
of modern. \mericanspcirls- 

Acts of selfislincs.s, perpetrated by children, 
teens and adults alike, reveal crippling 
weaknesses of character that ultimately 
undermine any natural talent on display. Even 
if tlie rousing ending reeks of sudden and 
comfortable closure, it exists to advocate the 
worthy idea that patience trumps opportunism. 
It's entirely fitting, then, that Trouble with 
the Curve ends by connecting its moral and 
ethical dynamics with a classic baseball 
truth: great pitching will always defeat great 
hitting. (iLH\.MIL Vni.lU 
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Keep the Lights On 
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V Vi-hccii liiding crucial cwnts in my life 
I since I witf 13," Erik Ruthm:m (Thuro 

M Lindhardt) tells his friend Claire 
(Julianne Nitliolson). For it was at this age that 
Erik tirsl slept with a luaa hut his statement 
applies more broadly to Keep the Lights On in 
two \rays; first as a sweeping gay drama unique 
in queer cinema's still-limited (mainstream) 
history, and setund as co-writer/dircctur Ira 
Sachs’ autobiographical examination of a 
fundamentally unsound 10-year romance with 
N'ew York literary agent Bill Clegg. Clegg told his 
side of the sloiy in the 2010 memoir Purtrait of an 
Addict os a Ynuny Man. Now it's Sachs' turn. 

Erik is Sachs' partly fictionalised stand-in, a 
Danish documentarian rather than an American 
iiarnilive filmnsaker. Introduced in 19118 
impatiently sorting through pntcntial hook-ups 
(maphonesexline.heraeetsPaul Lucy (Zachary 
Booth) during a casual apartment tumble. Soon 
tlic two are an item, having hot sex while Paul 
smokes crack, Erik's amenable to having smoke 
blown into his mouth a.« part of the passionate 
delirium, but Paul keeps disappearing for 
daj's and sometimes weeks on end. They figlit 
("You’re killing mcl You’re killing me! You’re 
killingraerErik screams into Paul’s voicemail), 
break-up, reconcile and do it all over again as 


Paul alternates between rehab and increasingly 

There isn’t much sense of score-settling, 
even if ever-pationt Erik is sometliing of a willing 
martyr, constantly tiying to saw his errant 
boyfriend from himself. Their relationship is 
depicted entirely from his POV. rendering Paul as 
sometliing of a vain cipher. Their compatibihty is 
cxmveyedin sivncs of delighted mutual carnality, 
some brief conversations about art and poetry, 
and thaPs about it. As the film progresses throu^ 
its rhylliraless paces, monotony sets in. making 
you long for the brusque rigour of a comparable 
work like Maurice Pialal’s 1980 »V ll'on’f Gniw 
Old Tbgethcr. 

Ofgreaterinterest isSachs'reconstructionof 
one man’s decade flouting through Maiilialtan's 
gay scene. (When Erik meets a young man 
in a dub who .says he lives in Brooklyn, he 
immediately vomits — ostensibly from drinking 
too much, but it’s an liilariously violent 
reaction.) Erik’s working on a documentary 
about .\very Willard, a forgotten photographer 
and clironicler of New York gay life from the 
'AOs llu'ough to the ’90s (the real 24-minule 
short. In Search of Acc/y Willard, wii.s directed 
by Cory Kehaj'an and premiered thi.s summer). 
One interviewee insists Willard was talentless. 


valuable only (or his snapshots of a long- 
suppressed subculture. Filming in carefully 
framed but unshowy master shots. Sachs is 
careful to make sure no such accusations can be 
levelled against him. 

Evidently made on a light budget, a decade’s 
worth of change is only evidenced through 
Erik's ever-upgrading cell phones, plus a brief 
scene highlighting the inlroduelion of crystal 
meth to gay social life. Well-intended and 
far from merely worthy. Keep the Lights On 
nonetheless lacks the conriction or sweep to 
convey anything more than a vague sense that 
These Things Happened. V.tDlMRIZOV 


ANTICIPATION, fro; 

'■iaclis lends 

III iiHilir pleiisinglv inilr 

i-IUm. 3 

so inlerrsled. 


KNJiiY.MKNT. .MoniUi 

ring lii 

peiiks tiiid (ri)Ui/h,\ uj Ih 

isfraelo: ^ 

relationship is more fas 

einaling W 

than enjiiyahle. 


IN llEritciSl'llCT. Lii 

X 

a sense of lime passing. 

o 




g The Sapphires 
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I tS 1968 and cuntral Australia is rife with 
racial dL^triniinaliuii and inequality. For 
spunky indigenous sisters Gail (Deborah 
Mailman), Kay (Shari Sebbeiis) and Julie 
(Jessica Mauboy), this means their collective 
dream of counlrj- music superst.irdomluoks set 
tnrcmainju-sl that. They've got the pipes to back 
up their ambition, but whenever they take the 
stage at their shithuuse local, the crowd is less 
Ihaiirecepliw. 

The girls' fate changes when they catch the 
glazed eye of lubriciously monikeved Oirish 
talent scout, Dave Lovelace (Chris O'Dowd), a 
failed musician with an apparently hilarious 
booze problem. Where the while majority 
views Aborigines as second-class citizens, 
openly snubbing the sisters despite their 
obvious talent. Dave doesn't sec the world in 
black and while. You see, he'.s an outsider just 
like them, .and he too is desiterate to escape his 
mundane existence. 

So. with nothing tu lose, Dave decides to 
take a chance on the girls on the condition 
that they drop the “country and western 
shite" and embrace the emotional rawness of 


rhytlim and blues. The trio becomes a quartet 
wlicn estranged fair-skinned cousin Cynthia 
(.Miranda Tapsell) agrees to bury the liatcliet 
and rejoin the group she wa.< forced to abandon 
as achild. One amusing rehearsal nicint age later, 
The Sapphires aiv bom. Billed as the Outback's 
answer to The Supremes, tlie girls arc quickly 
picked up by tlie army and whisked off to Saigon 
to give the troops a morale boost. 

Based uulheJOOSstageplayofthesanie name, 
itself inspired by a true stoiy from playwright 
Tony Briggs* about his own mother. ThcSappbirvs 
is a chirpy musical comedy that doesn't so much 
sugareuat its political backdrop as smother it with 
aglitlerymedleyofsoul-popcla.ssics.Thal'snottn 
say first-time directorWayne Blair, himscifa New 
Soutli Wales native, glosses over the magnitude of 
the Vietnam War ;uid tlie Civil Bights Mou-menl, 
just that his film is mom Ilairspruy lhan In the 
Heat of the Night when it conies to li.mdling 
the era's complex social issues. Alihuugli the 
anger and disillusionment stirred within the 
black community by llie a.'-sassination of Marlin 
Luther King Jr is poignantly evoked during one 
particularly dramatic scene. 


The problem is that the film's outlook is so 
upbeat that moments of cunllicl arc frequently 
rc.solved before they're fully brought to the boil. 
It's cinema that's been made to fit that abhorrent 
modern buzzterm; feel-good. Still, thebuinblmg 
comic patter of Chris O'Dowd (who seems to 
tuivc snuek a toe in the studio door after last 
summer's frockbu.ster. Bridesmaids), coupled 
with his romantic chemistry with Deborah 
Mailman's crabby mother lien, makes The 
Sapphires an unexpected joy you can't help but 
take ashine to, tYiiOOWAUIl 
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IVurrfs by ADAM LKE DAVIES 


Hearts 
of Fire 

TRAILERS 


DIRRCTEI) BY 

Richard Marquand 


STARRING 

Bob Dylan, Fiona, 
Rupert Everett 


TAGLINE 


Quacktown 
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1987 


T heoretical mathematics posits that one minus one equals zero. 
By peeling zero apart, we get both one and minus one. From 
literally nothing we have created two distinct - if opposing • 
somethings. Seventeenth-century metaphysical philosopher 
Baruch Spinoza promoted related ideas concerning the formation of the 
universe; that it needed no creator, but was. ratlier, causa sui: a self-causing 
mechanism. Modem quantum theory now offers hypothetical proof that 
from absolutely nothing, every atom in the cosmos simply spunked itself 
into existence. There was no hint of intelligent design anywhere in sight. 

All of which brings us to Dickie Marquand's/fnzrts of Fire, a film so 
devoid of impetus, wit , energy, conflict or any other conceivable reason for 
being that we must assume that the entire production just unconsciously 
willed itself into actuality. There can be no other explanation for a film 
that nobody (apparently) wanted to make, certainly no one wanted to see, 
and many people nowviewas some kind of existential prank. 

Bob Dylan (thatls ri^t; Bob Dylan) is fomer rawki idol Billy Parker. 
He's American. He plays chugging, sub-Tom Petty toe-tappers. He owns 
a farm. He's 'real'. Rupert Everett is his rival Zak Cyan. He's nauseatingly 
English. His music sounds like Art ofNoise being played throughaSinclalr 
ZX Spectrum. He owns a helicopter. He is 'a i»b'. The mono-monikered 
Fiona plays the dullard hayseed who gets between them, a guitar-slingin' 
blow-dried toll-booth dolly with more hair than sense and more sense 
than talent. She will be their stunewashed battleground. 

Alas, this universe does not explode in a supernova of rock ecstasy, 
but folds into cold, lonely isolation as Bob heads back to Chickentown, 
Illinois, Rupe gets his head blown off by a jealous fan, and the hayseed gets 
to play her joyless prutu-yucht rock beneath the grim Friday night lights 
of her rickety hometown stadium. The film winks out of existence. It has 
fulfilled its unknowable life cycle and must now die. 


In an exclusive 1Q88 interview with rock mag Burnt Suede. Dylan 
hinted at the veiled cosmic happenchance that underpinned the making 
of Hearts of Fire. “It was like a hailstorm in your jacket pocket, man.' 
be mumbled obliquely, “like being brought up Jewish on a hog tarm.' 
Later in the same interview, director Marquand - previously Geoige 
Lucas' directorial avatar (aka prank monkey) on Return of the Jedi - 
muttered darkly about druidic rituals, perpetual motion and ‘sentient 
production schedules'. 

Indeed, the film they were referring to could only have sprung into 
existence of its own volition. Imagine Spinal Tap's home movies, or 
outtakes from seminal Metallica doc .Some Kind of Monster in which the 
thrash titans take a break from dark metal alchemy, psychotherapy and 
despising each other in order to prance around Welsh diittops in loose- 
fitting satin jockey-pants. 

Now imagine fading rock scarecrow Bob Dylan decked out in a 
patchwork leather harlequin blouson fighting Rupert Everett's electro- 
pop princeling for the musical soul of the gormless Fiona. All this 
while audience hopes slowly suffocate amid empty verses of narrative 
nothingness and endless, melody-neutral choruses uf near-sublime 
vacuity. This is not cinema, this is somebody else's sun-damaged 
snaps of an after-hours visit to the Hard Rock Cafe. And a grim 
excursionit proves. 

In King Lear. Shakespeare suggests that ‘nothing will come of 
nothing'. But he was wrong. Nothingness has gouged forth the very 
boiling heavens and all their illimitable glories: C-beams glittering near 
the Tannhauser Gate; galaxies that existed impossibly lung ago and 
tantalisingly far, far away. 

Next to that, 90 minutes of undercooked, overripe, solid -gone music 
industry horseshit is a walk in the fucking park. 





Argo 

DirccU-d hy BKN AKKLEfK 
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a y now, everyone’s over the fact that Ben 

AlBeck - wlio once frolicked on a yacht 
in a J-Lu video - has set out his stall its 
a serious director. Apparently, good looks and 
fllnmiaking talent aren't mutually exclusive. 
Gone Baby Gone was a solid, muscular detective 
thriller; The Tuwn was rife with tension and 
betrayal. For his third flim as director, the 
Massachusetts boy has finally strayed beyond 
Boston's city limits but. unfortunately, he’s got 
a little lost. 

You can't blame him for allowing a true story 
as juicy as this one to lure him out of his comfort 
zone. 'The Canadian Caper' is a recently 
declassified, too-barmy-to-be-believed doozy 
to rank along-'idc exploding cigars and poisoned 
umbrella tips in the annals of international 
espionage. In lyso, in the midst of the Iriinian 
Hostage Cri.sis, CIA operative Tony Mendezand 
six embassy staff escaped Tehran on a flight to 
Switzerland by posing as the crew of a fictional 
llollj'wood sci-fi film, complete with posters, 
costumes and an offiee on the old Columbia lol. 

The real-life Mendez was a former head of 
Ihe CLA's Disguise Section, whose C\' included 
transforming an .Asian diplomat and a black 
agent into iwo Caucasian businessmen (cat your 
heart out, Wayans brothers). Affleck’s Mendez 
is a much less interesting character, vaguely 


defined by over-familiar traits - workaholic, 
estranged from his family, glugs whisky from 
the Imttle in sla-ssful nvinients. The sup|iorting 
cast is superb (Bryan Cranston. Alan Arkin. John 
Goodman), but as they moN-e their interesting 
faces in interesting ways, it's hard not to wish tliat 
one of them had been drafted in to work their 
magic on the underwritten lead. 

Even sporting a beard, Ben Affleck isn't 
craggy cnougli, and neither is his stoiylelling 
style. This is an episode illustrating the dubious 
history of western intervention in the Middle 
East that's fit-to-burst witli contemporary 
resonance, yet Aryo prefers to swiftly spoon- 
feed the ivilitics in order to a-mu\v it from 
the table. The opening sequence is a dummy's 
guide to twentieth-century Iran, complete with 
cartoon illustrations You don't need to be u tan of 
Washingtan Ais(op-cds to feel patronised. 

But never mind the serious stuff, worse 
is that Aryn fails to tease out the delicious, 
self-aggrandising irony of a movie about 
how movie.s saved the world and, a.s a result, 
never has as much fun as it should. There are 
a thousand brilliant details in the 2007 Wired 
article which could have made this the Great 
Satan's celebratory 'up yours' to po-faced, 
booze-banning theocrats everywhere. It 
settles instead for a few industry in-jokes; 


“You’re worried about the Ayatollah, try the 
W0AI!!"(Ha ha,I10KL.clc.) 

.Affleck is u straight-forward, square-jawed 
maker of straiglit-forward, square-jawed 
thrillers, which is just what you want from 
a blue-collar Boston crime saga, but nut so 
much with a story is rich with subtext as Ihis. 
For now it seems a crudely insulting YouTube 
clip with bargain basement production values 
will remain American cinenuTs most pointed 
intervention in the Middle F.iusl. On tlie plus 
side. Ari/o does prove what many of us have 
long suspected; in certain circumstances, good 
looks can. in fact, bo a barrier to filmmaking 
greatness. IIM.E.VE JONES 
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Babette’s 
Feast (1987) 

/(. < . (.(//m CAItlMKl. A\KL 
Slnrriini STKPII ANK VI' I) IU\. 

KODII. K.ir.U, nilUilTTJi l-'KDKltSIME!. 
lich'usviJ III'X'EJJKKK 14 

D anisli diivtUir <ulmel 

served up tliis thin arthouse stew to the 
Academy in 1987 and. somewhat predictably, 
tiles' wolfed it down without so much a.s a blink. 
On the menu: the cocltle-wanniiiu. kitchen-lmscd 
adventures of buxom and m>‘sterious Babette 
(Stephane Audran). an exile from revulution- 
blitilited Paris. As a favour to an old friend, she 
is hesitantly empiojx-d as a iiouse maid by two 
devoutly pious sister.' in their tiny Jufbnd 
enramunitv'. By strange quirk, she wins 10,000 
Francs from iui overseas lottery ticket, but instead 
ol using the money to headbackhume. she decides 
to rustle up a gourmet meal to commemorate the 
death of the sister.s' late father. 

The film monitors the saintly Babette as she 
transforms her array of luxury ingredient; into 
a scintillating wlebnition of earthly dclight.s. 
But the Puritan community she’s promised to 
feed feel that by consuming this banquet they 


Starbuck 

Ilir,xh-d by KE.V Sl'tJTT 
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I II this wacky. Quebec-sd comedy. Patrick 
Huard stars as Darid Wozniak, a shiftless 
fortysomething who works (badly) for his 
father's meatpacking company as a delivery 
driver. He's *80,000 in hock to local gangsters, 
and then his on-off girlfriend announces she’s 
pregnant. Things get even worse when it 
emerges that in the '80s, W'ozniak - operating 
under the pseudonym 'Starbuck’ was a 
sperm-bank regular, fathering some 53:! 
children. Now 142 of his sprogs have decided 
lu lake legal action to discover the identity of 
their biologk’.il dad. 

With this odd. intriguing premise, one 
would hope for an insiglttful look into themes of 
fatherhood and economic responsibility, with 
plenty of tougli detision-iiiakiiig along the \«iy. 
Instead, director Ken fkott .saddles the whole 
affair with a weirdly cartoonish tone and the 



would be rejecting Iheir vows of modesty and 
self-restitiint - apparently, they'd all rather chow 
down on a local slurry called ale bread. 

Based on a yarn by Out of Africa writer 
Karen Blixen. Axel's film deals in light, home- 
fried homilies and lingering. Vaseline-lensed 
shots of doddery oldsters trying to refrain 
from expressing llieir near-orgasmic delight. 
The salisft’ingly torpid pacing gels nieely with 
the story, which is direct, uncluttered and 
.sensible, .And while not up there with the likes 
of Tampupo or Sig S'ight. liie lengthy scenes 
of food preparation do make you yeani for lUi 
accompanying cookbook. 

Delivering the simple message that life is 
short and should be enjoyed to its fullest, .Axel's 
film is also very much of ils lime. It olTers an 
uncomfortable celebration of '80s excess where 
cash loses all meaning if it’s not instantly being 
spent, it also gently mocks the moderation of 


the townsfolk, their deep-.sealed religion being 
the main source oftheir worldly ignorance. Ifsa 
charming tale that's told with admirable control, 
but. unlike Babette. .Axel railitantly stkL- 
to tried and tnisted flavour.'. Ii tt lit .tllNKlN’S 
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Userko inlemal logic that deflne-d 2lH)S Will 
Smith catastrophe. .‘Jcivn Piimds, You'll be 
scTatchingyourliead as Wozniak essentially stalks 
lus children one hy one le.xcx-pl for the gay one) to 
inteivenein their lives likeaguardian angel. 

Thelikeable Huard is notwithoutarumpled, 
deadbeat cliarm, but ultimately has little to do 
but react with bemusement to an artificial plot 
that’s con.^itimtly being maiiiinil.ited around 
him. Ironically, for a film that should be about a 
man learning to change, the screenplay - chock- 
full ol sileom-style twists and iinpliutsihle 
developments - does all the work for him. 
Furthermore, while Slarhiii k is competently 
made, it's sorely lacking in casual inspiration. 
The drabness is accentuated by ;ui enrresl, 
guilar-lcd indie soundtrack. 

Starbuck was Can.ad;'"' biggest Iwx office 
success in 2011 and has been scooped up by 


DreamWorks for a remake with Vince A'aiighn 
in the lead. One can set the potential for a 
slick Hollywood remake. If nothing else. Gus 
Van Sant’s Psycho proved beyond a doubt 
that Vaugliti won't have any trouble with the 
required wanking- -ASI I LEV iT.VItK 
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Ray 

Harryhausen: 
fecial Effects 

Dinclcd hv OU.LKS I’ENSO 
Shininu li v^ UAUItVlIAl SEN. 
I’ETER JA( KSON. .MIIIN LANDIS 


I t'sr harii to argue with director John Landis' 
bold assertion that Ray Harryluuseii is "the 
only technician who is an auteur". While few 
would be able to summon up the name of the 
director behind, say. the original Clash of the 
Tiluns uT One Million YeareB.C.. Harrs hausen’s 
stop-motion fingeri'rints are - quite literally - 
all over both films. 

French filram.iker Gilles I'enso’s no-frills 
docunientan- combines film clips, lest footage 
and interviews with tlie great man, phis a raft 
of top-table directors and SFX gurus, to turn 
the lights on the influential career of one of 
the only back room boys whose name and work 
will be familiar to those with only a suiierflcial 
knowledge of cinema. 

Wowed by Willis O'Brien's ellects work for 
ld33's King Kimg. Hurtyhausen worked his 
way from teen hobbyist to animator on TVs 
supersaturated Mother Gonse puppet shows, 
He then managed to score a gig as O'Brien's 
assistant on !b49's pet gorilla parable. Mighty 
Joe Young. After lhal there was no stopping 
him. His memorable effects work added much- 
needed visual heft to Hie likes of The Beast 
from 20.000 Fathoms (which directly inspired 
Godzilla), loopy dino/cowlioy mash-up, The 
Valley of Owangi. and Ills magnum opus, Jason 
ondthe.Mgonaiils. 



Penso^ film dues little wrong, but technically 
it's something of ascrappy affair. From tlie frankly 
lame title riglt t down tc i the wavering sound levels 
and the opportunistic nature of the interviews 
- Peter Jackson lias clearly been liijacked .it a 
press junket for The Lowly Bones, wliereas John 
Lasseter dishes out his vrisdom-bombs from 
in front of a huge poster for Pixar dud Can 2 - 
it's clear that this is a seat-of-the-pants labour- 
of-love rather than an especially slick, classy 
or amlrulled openition. .\lt,V\l I.KH ll.Wllv-S 
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I Pitch Perfect 

In,. . Id by .lAStIN MOdItM 
.<larnng ANNA kENlMlICR, 

BKin VNV SNOW. UEBEL W ILMIN 
Iteleuscd DEt'E.MIIEll 111 


P itch Perfect ha.s been blue-skyed to an 
iilmost sub-atomic level in order to meet the 
entertainment demands of both the Glee and 
Bridesmaids set. Concerning tlie purportedly 
cut-throat business of competitive collegiate 
u capella v’oeal groups, Jason Moore's .Auto- 
Tiiiicd musical comedy is set in a world wliero 
everyone has instant recall to the IvTics of Bruno 
Mars songs (i.e. a contemporary dystopia). But 
il coiilaiiis two moments of note. 

The fir.sl involves one char.icler liilariou.siy 
upturning the twee connotations associated 
with the snow angel, a cinematic device that 
has become a go to for cheap wind-chime 
pathos. The Second is possibly the must 
magical ou seconds of film you're likely to 
See in the cinema thi.s year: a short, out-of- 
nuwhere aside that’s as gloriously simple and 
profoundly moving Jeanne Moreau finger- 
picking her way though 'I.e Tourbillon' in 
Francois Truffaut’s Jules etJim. 


Fullowinga standard issue montage in which 
agalleryoflwerpy musical wannabes wail along 
to Kelly Clarkson'.s "Since f Been Gone', the 
film's star, Anna Kendrick, insoueiaiilly. shuffles 
onto the stage. She pours tiie stationery from a 
plastic cup, pcrchescruss-lcggedonastage alid- 
inasingletake-singsaliltlcdittywhileusmglhc 
cup as a percussion instrument. Yes. we know, 
it hardly sounds like cascades of stardust, but 
it's a scene that's so surprising and impressive 
lhal il easily overshadows everything else the 
film has to offer, 

.All of the other rousing, close-harmony 
Work-outs that feature in Pitch Perfect 
sound like they've been pre-filtcred through 
numerous audio processing programmes, 
though we’re seeing actors singing, the sound 
coming from their mouths is entirely syntlietic. 
The same rule applies to the script. Kendrick's 
character is otherwise a tediously haughty 
alt-type, required lo roll her eyes at least 


twice per minute, while the remainder of tlie 
funnies are split between Rebel Wilson's Fat 
.Amy (no. fftuf’s the juke) and Hana Mae Leo's 
Lilly, a barely audible Japanese psycho pLxie 
who gets to whisper all of the film's sharpest 
lines. DAVIDJENKINS 
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Seven Psychopaths 
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M artin McDonagh's Se\’vn Ps,\xbopalhs 
is a lunatic shagty dog yarn that's 
helplessly in thrall to 't)Os pop 
ephenura. y\s a fcillciw-up to In Prufivx. it's 
fascinating, often very amusing and certainly a 
more dtiring and idiosyncratic tif less instantly 
crowd-plea.sing) cinematic feat. Il'san unwieldy 
liltii about a confused writer that positively 
heaves with subtext and .self-effacing insider 
barbs. It’s perhaps even more interesting when 
taken 111 the light of In Bruges, as MeDonagh 
appears to be using this new film to deconstnict 
the criticism-s levelled at his mischievous 
debut, most notably whether its truly possible 
to sympathise with amurderer. 

Colin Farrell plays a washed-up, hooeh- 
addled Irish screenwriter named, ahem. Marty, 
wlio is stiffed in his attempts to make a new 
and original statement about screen riolence. 
llis gaviehe, mouthy host pai Billy (a tilm- 
steaiing Sam Rockwell) wants to help him out, 
but his time is taken up with kidnapping dogs 
and ransoming them back to their owners, ile 
exeeule.s this scam with the licl|> of ChrisloplKT 
Walken'slaconic, cravat-sporting hustler, Hans, 
who is attempting to rai.se the cash to pay for an 
operation for his terminally ill wife.. All this dog 
bothering courts the ire of trigger-happy local 
hood Charlie CWnody Harrelson), especially 
when Billy messes with the wrong mutt. 


To say any more would both spoil the fun 
and undersell tlie lilni. as .McUonagh ftips, 
remoulds, recounls and digresses at any and 
every opjiortunity, di.stancing himself from 
a three-act buddy road movie and instead 
fasliioning a verbose, excitable, iiiulti-teiilacled 
essay on male relationships. {K'daiUic semantics 
and cinematic Icrc, Tlic writer, director's 
propensity for wilfully blindsiding the viewer 
occasionally backfires, coming across ;is 
shuck for shock's sake, but he mostly manages 
to pull off the.se combative Bights of fancy witli 
ribald aplomb. 

The director also displays a magpie-like 
fondness for '90s indie cinema, borrowing 
the poelie, desert-bound cunfessioniil from 
Takeshi Kitano's Sonatine. the labyrinthine 
neo-noir plotting from the Coen brothers’ The 
BipLcfioics'A'/.andeveryounceofnieta-swagger 
that he could wring from Taraiuino',' Pulp 
Fklinn. Hans’ surname is even Kieslowski. 

.And yet the numerous scenes of bickering 
.ind sweai'ing are raised to the lewl of dark 
poetry, with one sprawling and hilarious 
campfire monologue delivered by Rockwell 
that truly has to be seen to be believed. But 
where McUonagli can do no wrong as a writer, 
he sluinhies as a dircctrir, often settling for 
functinn.il medium shots as a way of merely 
capturing the frec-ff owing dialogue. 


There is ;m awful lot to process in this film, and 
by the time you reach the home straiglit tliore is 
tile vague sense llial Mclioiiagli h.\>i tied him.soif 
in knoL'. It's sometimes liard to gauge limv the 
discursivevignettesinterlockwidioneanother.bar 
tile sliglitly nebulous and mifulfliling sugges-lioii 
lliat wnliiig about and researcliingpsycliopallis is 
somethingofadeadlyandunprediclable pursuit. 

Rut this is more than a fascinating folly. It's 
an example of an artist pushing botli himself 
and his subject matter to Iheir outer limits. 
MeDonagh is laying dynamite at the base of 
a decrepit old institution, and it’s invigorating 
to witness. U\\ Ill.lliNKIN.s 
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Marfin McDonaah 




I t's been seven years since his sardonic 
directorial debut. In Bruges, charmed 
audiences across the globe. But playwright 
and htmniaker Martin McUunafth Itas gone 
ii little off the reservation with his dazzling 
meta comedy, .Seven Psychopaths. He discussed 
this enigmatic, scmi^autobiographicai jaunt 
through the decrepit underworld of HoUyworid 
genre cinema withilVifcs, 

LWLiesi In 2010, there was a New York 
production of your piny, A liehanding In 
Spokane, starring Christopher Walken and 
Sam Rockwell. Is lhatwhy they were cast in 
SevenPsychopaths'l 

Martin McDonagh; None of the script hud 
anythingto do with that, as it was written about 
sewn or eight years ago. 1 was at rehearsals 
everyday so I got to hangout with those guys. 
I just really liked them os actors. With 
Psychopaths, it wasn't like working \sith 
strangers on day one. It felt like we had some 
kind of chemistry going on. 


Did you already have the script 
ready when you were banging out 
with them? 


Yeah, 1 wrote it just after I WTote 
the script for /nfiropes but before 
1 made In Bruges. Although I knew 
I didn't have the wherewithal 
to make it as my first feature - 
1 knew 1 had to make something 
else first - I idways wunted 
Income back to this. 


In the period post-Zn Bruges, were yon 
being offered mure commercial projects to 
write and direct? 

I only ewr wantto direct my own scripts. 
I don't want to work for anyone else or 
wile for anyone else. My agent probably 
gets a lot of requc.sts, but I don't bear about 
them because Tmtoobusyon my own stuff. 


Was Colin Fhrrell's character, a boozy 
Irish writer, always called Marty'? 


Yeah. I tliink he was. But I 
back and forth with it, e.specially 
when we got closer to filming, I felt 
like it would be inviting tou many 
questions about autobiugraphi 
and stuff like that. In the end I just 
thought, 'Puck it. why not?’ There 
probably are elements of me within 
Colin’s character, but there's also 
quite a few red herring* too. It was fun 
to play around with it but I wouldn’t read 
tuoinucliintu it. 



who can go from outrageously funny 
I) dark and deadly during the course 
of a second. And that just helps 
;ii gel inside the mind of that type 
t iharacier. 


Many are describing the film as 
being Tarantino-esque. Are you 
okay with that? 


lore a fan of directors like 
Takeshi Kitano and Jim Jarmusch 
than Tarantino. 1 love ficservofr 
Bogs, and Pulp Fiction was great, but 
1 haven't been so crazy about his stuff since 
then. 1 haven't especially appreciated the 
As a writer. Colin Farrell's character finds Tarantino references in the reviews. It just 
inspiration in newspapers, Do you do that? seems like too easyan option. Incertain ways, 
I'm attempting to go beyond that guys-wilh- 
Iprefcrtomakethingsupfmmscratch.lshnuld guns mentality. I don't think there u 


re, but I don't really. I'm much of u deliberate hotr 


;> any other 



much more interested in coiningup with brand filmmakers in Seven Psychopaths. Obviously, 
newstories. there's a little clip of Kitano's Violent Cop, 

but you could almost say that In Bruges had 
more blatant references to other filmmakers, 
these actors perfectly. Did you particularly Jarmusch. More in my headl was 
-write the film specifically thinking about Sam I'eckinpah and Terrence 
Malick. With the desert and the peace 
and love motif. Peckinpah has these sad, 
! you might dark.poignnntmomentsbetweenthecarnage, 
•ere maybe and I was more looking to go down that road 
1 added fur than anything. 


The fllm^ dialogue fits the style of 


for this cast? 


Not as much 
think. There 
t couple of lim 
Christopher Walken^i character. 

They were mainly taken from Tom Waits play! 
tilings 1 heard him saying when we 
re rehearsing the play. The line where 
)h‘ Mys he thinks he’d make a great pope, tlial 
was just something Christopher «id one day. 


supporting role In the 
film, How did you come to cast him? 


During the writing process, 
ever write specifically for people'; 
Did you always have Colin in mind'. 


Strangely, it was Sam Kockwell 
who occasionally popped into my 
head during the writing process. 
He’s a certain type of character 


I literiilly opened my inbox one day and there 
was an email from him and his wife asking if 
I would like to work with him, whicli was a 
you dream. I've been a fan of his since 1 was a kid, 
or wlicncver ^uorttfis/i/romfeoncs canic out. 
I knew he'd been to see a play of mine in New 
York before In Bruges was made. But maybe 
In Bruges reminded him about that. 1 got a 
card from him afler he saw the play. 
.Ynd then this email. I still don't 
know how he got my address.. 



Life ]u&t Is 

liirci inl by AI.KX BAKKKT'I' 
Slurniii/ WILL DL .MEO. 
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lUIcnyil t>i:('EMRE« 7 



ffVtf/ t'll that was an hour anda half of mylife 
I'm never yettinf! back," sa>-s Pete (Jack 
Gordon) of the romance DVD he’s just watched 
Willi his frienils. Pete objects lo the "false 
hope" of "stupid, tacked-nn happy endings" 
Claire (Fiona Ryan) reckoii-s rom-coms deliver 
exactly "what people want”, maintaining that 
"just because it’s not about a bunch of gloomy 
Scandinavians storingoul to sea thinking about 
the meaning of life and the existence of God 
duusn't inake it shit." David (Will de Meo) sits 
on the fence, while Tom (N'atlianiel Martellu- 
Whitc) would have preferred some action. 
Reluming to the apartment .she sliares with 
Jay (Jayne Wisener). Claire walks past a row of 
Hallowven Jack-o'-lanterns. 

Skipping fnim romance to existential 
allegory, and from action to horror, the opening 
sequence of ii/e Just fs su^csts alilm in search 


of it? own generic identity, much as these five 
friends, stuck in a holduig pattern somewhere 
between carefree university days mid the adult 
world, are all on a quest for meaning in their 
post-graduate lives. Watching Pete's crisis 
of faith mental breakdown. Jay’s repetition 
of past relationship troubles, and Claire and 
Tom’s confused displacement of their mutual 
attraction, it's all too easy to agree with the 
politely dismissive conclusion of Jay’s older 
boyfriend Bobby; ’’They’re just at that stage of 
Ihcirlifc. tliat’sall.’’ 

Writer/directorAlex Barrett’s feature debut 
settles for rites-of-pa.ssage ensemble drama 
in a Bergman mould, but its stdted, awkward 
dialogue liardly improves upon the audible 
lines of the (ilm-within-a-film critiqued in that 
opening scene. Bairetrs message, enshrined 
in his lilin’s title and summarised by Pete's 


epiphany that “searching for the answer is 
the answer", is no less of a cliche than the 
rccuiicdialion of parted lovers ul the end of any 
rom.incc- Add the odd wooden performance and 
this is a little over 90 minutes of your life that 
youmaywish toreelainu .VXTD.V BITKI. 
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‘ Hit So Hard 

Dirrclcdhy I* IJ.WID EBMRSDLE 
Slarriny I’ATTV .St'llE.MEL, 
cm UTNEY LO\ E. ERIC ERLA.VDSD.N 
/f.'/c«.M’(/NOVEMin'R If. 



W idelyrcgurdedasolie of tile greatest female 
dnuiimers of tile ’yOs, Pattj' Scheme! 
has been described as consistent, proficient 
and unpassioned by her peers. In 1994, she left 
her uine-to-five gig at Microsoft to become 
stickswoman for grunge band Hole, fronted by 
the first lady of rock. Courtney Love. 

During her time in Hole, Scherael toured 
the world and confronted life as a gay artist. By 
the lime she was 27. she was dabbling in drugs, 
and at her lowest ebb w;us living on the streets 
as a crack-addicted prostitute. Hit So Hard; 
The Life and fiear Death Story of Patty Schemcl 
charts her tumultuous juuniey into and out 
of the spotlight. 

P David Ebersole's documentary is a hodge- 
podge of behind-the-scenes clips ftora Hole’s 
heyday alongside inteniews with those who 
wilnes.sed Schemel's toxic addictions first-hand 
and have lived to tell the tale. Tlie documentary 
plays like a visual scrapbook; from Courtney 
Love giving her slurred Iwo-cents on Schemel's 
story to fleeting handheld shots of Kurt Cobain 
holding his baby, scenes are cut together 
harshly, resulting In a narrative sweep that 
feels a lad rough around the edges. .Mthougli 
the cut-;ind-paste fanzine aesllielic lends itself 
lo capturing these choice mciments of ’9i)s 
rock history. 


Sprinkled around lliis tale of textbook 
rock debauchery are pertinent discussioivs 
regarding Schemel’s rule as a gay musician, and 
the influence that feminism and lesbian culture 
had on tlie grunge movement. Unfortunately, 
these discussions are over too quickly and, in 
thiscasc.sex gets eclipsed by the more salacinu.s 
topics of drugs and rock 'n' roll. 

Hit So Hard brings together a grown-up 
group of Generation Xers who lust years - and 
in some cases, lives - to the tempting escape of 
drug-?. While missing the mark when it comes 
to telling a well paced and balanced story, 
Elx’rsole’s documentary certainly lias the 
ability to shock, and uses its ill-starred heroine 
as a juicy case study to answer the question of 
what really happens to a burnt out rock star 
after they’ve lost everything. .VNIATWEDDl.E 
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Safety Not Guaranteed 

I'irc-lril hy COMX TRi:\ ORROW 
.vr(/rr/n.v ArRRKV PLAZA. .lAKR .IDJINSdN. MARK Dl'Pl.ASS 



T his tilm is not based on areal life story. It 
is. liowever. based on a real bfe ad, whieh 
ran in the classified paycs of BackutHiJs 
Home Maijazinc in 1507. It read; ‘Wanted! 
Somebody to go back in lime with me. This is 
not ajoke. YoiTll get pajdafter we get back. Must 
bring yuur own weapons. I have only done this 
once before. Safety not guaranteed.’ 

While everyone else spent a decade 
speculating about the ad's origin, writer Derek 
Connolly and director Culm Trevorrow have 
gone a step further: inventing a backstory that 
pieces the mystery together. In doing so, they've 
pulled off something almost as impossible 
us time travel - a lo-fi indie romance with a 
deadpan wit that is never glib, and a touching 
sweetness that is never cloying. 

Aubrey Plaza is Darius, a despondent 
m.rgazute intern with a face like Wednesday 
Addams ;uid the .sardonic manner of MTV's cult 
c.irtoon teenager Daria. Together with herjackass 
superior, Jeff (Jake Johnson), and geeky fellow 
intern. Arnau (Kar un Suni). Darius is sent to track 
down the mooncalfwho posted the ad. 

AJid so they discover Kenneth (mumblecnre 
vet Mark Duplass), an eccentric shelf-stacker 


who claims that his time machine is real and that 
government agents are following his every move. 
While Darius plays along for the sake of her 
feature, Jeff uses the work holiday as an excuse to 
look up an old girlfriend who he knew in the days 
before he became a shallow and cynical hack. 

Having set up Ihcse stereotypes, Connolly's 
script proceeds to do delightful, unexpected 
things with them, allowing his characters to 
break out of their conventiomd packaging and 
become of real, complex people. 

The narrative flirts with different genres, 
defying any assumptions you might make 
about what happens next. Kamiliar tropes 
are plaviully subverted; u stealth break-in 
to a high-tech science lab is iiUerruptcd by u 
hilariously mundane office party; a climactic 
car chase take place at ISmpli. 

In the hands of a less talented east this 
delicate and witty construction could have 
easily fallen to pieces. But the jierformanees are 
impeccable, combining dry comic limingwith a 
rich emotional vulnerabQity that makes the film 
asurprisingjoy, 

Trevorrow is extremely assured for a debut 
fillraaker. Thou^tSu/efi' A’o/ Guaranteed is rooted 


in a suburban setting, he’s created a fantastical 
world full of the wet undergrowtli of childhood 
games and the bright, misty mornings you stayed 
up allnight to discover a.van adult. 

Tliere’s a wistful longing at the heart of the 
film. Each of the characters wants to go back to 
a time of innoeeiiee that they feel llieyhe lost. 
"You can't just go and find that stuff again," 
one character argues. 'So what if you can’t go 
back?' the tilm replies. Why would you wajit 
111 when you could be haring this adventure 
riglu now? .tUS.‘i|C',\ I.,VM[II:R’I' 


A.NTlCll’.VTION. Loi>!,~ 
l7ll//■y»l'/ll/ iinJ l>uplu\s Ak- 
impccnihlr injir < ; . . 

4 

K.\.l(lY.\II-:.\T. Jl/Ar.s uwo.i- 

haeli It jvyf::! : i'jim' •>’ ir 

4 

IN ItK'l'KOSI’hX'T. AVie 

J'ilmx so tildriviisly /iiv up 

In their pou nliul. 

4 



The House I Live In 

Directed by KniKM'; JARKl'Kl 

Starring DA\ lU SLMON, NA.VME JETi:it. Kl ULMv JAItKCkI 
Itetensed NUVKMUliK 2;J 


A ptly named African-.^ieritaii mother- 
of-thrcf Nannie Jeter was employed 
as a nanny by tlie Jameki clan, even 
relocating with them to New York. But while her 
maternal love was being sapped by the Jarecki 
kids, her own offspring weiv being lured into a 
world of dnigs and violence. Eugene Jarecki's 
startling investigative documentary take.s these 
simple events as a springboard to perform 
a kind of ad-hot inlelleclual autopsy un the 
riiHingtadaver of American suciety. 

Hiscentraltargetis the .severely lop-sided US 
cnminid justice system, which serves dracunian 
punishments tu tliose whu have any connection 
wlmtsoevvr to illegal ilnigs. There arc stories of 
people being fired from long-term jobs turning to 
crystal meth production or crack dealing as a way 
tu maintain economic stabilily - though when 
they are caught, they are given life sentences in 
prison with no hope of parolc. 

Why does drug possession carrj- such liarsh 
penalties'.' According to Jarecld it all boils down 
to parly politics. In his bid to secure a second 
term. Richard Nixon declared a war on drugs, 
even thougli many commentators claim that he 


didn't truly believe it was a war wortii fighting. 
Bui the promise of expunting drugs from society 
turned out to be electoral gold. In turn, this 
reactionary mantra was picked up by the Reagan, 
Bush and Clinton administrations. 

Jarecki's thesis is that the modern 
American justice system is perpetrating 
a self-engineered holiKaust that is essentially 
exterminating an entire class and race 
of people. It's weighted fa\ourabiy towards 
the rich, white and middle class (whose 
typic.'d drug of choice is the less hysteria- 
inducing cocaine), leaving poor, black and 
disenfranchised crack-user.s to suffer beliind 
bars for their tragic rice. However. Jarecki 
by no means .sets his film up as a rall>ing 
cry for the underclass; he also looks into the 
workings of local police forces aud how they 
!ire structured to financi;dly favour the quick 
(drugs) bust rather than the protracted, 
meticulous murder investigation. 

While Jarecki goes off on the occasional 
wild tangent, his film i.s both absorbing ;uid 
surprising even if, cinematicaliy speaking, 
it's not really pushing the envelope. David 


Simon, the lauded Maryland-based writer 
and juurnalist behind The H'lrc. crops up 
as one of the talking head.s. this subject 
being his forte. The film's most interesting 
and provocative discourse, however, comes 
from Richard Lawrence Miller, an .Abraham 
Lincoln scholar (and look-a-like), who not 
only possesses detailed knowledge of early 
.American drug laws, but has an incredibly 
sage and analytical take on how initiatives 
from the iiast arc directly leading to problems 
of the future. IIVVIDJI-XKINS 


ANTIC'IIVV'TKI.N. Duyene Jarecki 
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The Shining (1980) 

Diirclcdhi STA\LIC\ Kl lJlUl'K 

Slorrinu .lAl'K Ml'IKH.SON. SlIlill.I.KV I>1 VALL. I>A.\NV LI.OVl) 
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S iimlcy Kubrick's The Shininy has been 
remade (as a TV series, disnslrovisly, in 
1^97), parodied, and recently inspired 
a docunieutary. Hoorn 237, which explores 
various theories about its hidden meanings. 
But now this chilling film about a writer. 
J.ack Torrance (played by Jack Nicholson), 
gradually going berserk as the caretaker of 
the bizarre Overlook Hotel is being released 
theatrically in a nevcr-bcfore-seen 144- 
minute version (aka the 'US' cut). 

Though Kubrick regarded the 119-minute 
'European' version as superior, and indeed 
endorsed it as 'oRieial'. thui longer cut brings 
further intrigue to the table. Early scenes flesh 
out the family dynamic (Torrance's alcoholism 
is referred to explicitly), though also erode some 
characler ambiguity. .\ moment in which Jack 
admits to hi.s wife that he fell in love with the 
hotel immediately and senses he’d been there 
before feoLs like too much of a reveal. The must 
notable addition is s scene featuring a child 
psychologist who visits Jack's son 0aniiy(nanny 
Lloyd). “You don't have anjiliing to worry 
abouL“ she says, incorruetly. Though the extra 
footage is largely inessential, it doesn't detract 
from the film's power to profoundly disturb on 
emotional, psychological and sensory levels. 


The big screen is nulurnlly the best place to 
appreciate the film's astonishing camerawork. 
Snaking around the expanse of the Overlook, 
the camera assumes an omniscient, implicating 
power; a supernatural presence in itself. 
Even more chilling is the sound design, a 
deeply unsettling contrast of dead silence 
and piercing noise. The score is a tangle of 
discordant. Iiigh-pitehed stabs and eerie howls 
that includes works by nvxlemisl composers 
like Rartok, Krzysztof Pendctecld and the 
mournful syntii dirge of Wendy Carlos. Thanks 
to the judicious sound editing, even the title 
cards are frigliteni ng. 

Thematically. it's a film of almost infinite 
depths, Kubrick presents a despairing view 
of American mairied life, wliere tlie lack 
of love and mliniaey is accentuated by the 
claustrophobic surroundings. The only sex is 
extra-marital temptation, which transmogrifies 
horrifically land unforgettably) into corporeal 
disgust. H's also a brutal satire of the writing 
profession, exposing a vainglorious, terminally 
undisciplined boozehound who takes out his 
insecurities (and lack of honest-to-goodness 
talent) on hisdefeneelcss family. 

Finally, The Shininy is a film of remarkably 
contrasting performances. Most alfecting is 


Shelley Duvall as hairowed wife Wendy. Duvall 
suffered a nervmi.s breakdown on set. and 
toward the conclusion it doesn't really seem 
like she's acting at all. Nicholson, by contrast - 
all bared teetli and kinl^- eyebrows - somehow 
manages to overact even when comatose. His 
intensely physical, barely restrained turn 
moves the film mure explicitly into the realm of 
black comedy. The cherubic Danny Lloyd is also 
stunning a.s the supernatural boy. His is surely 
one of the great performances by a child actor, a 
touching portrait of innocence under duress as 
the sanctuary of family disintep-ales in front of 
hU eyes. Much like 77it“ Shininy as a whole, his 
terror is timeless. \SIII.EVC'I„\RK 
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T he best thing abouthaving TheShining 
backonthebigscreen thisNovemberis 
the opportunity it provides to see The 
Greatest Actor of His Generation”* 
throwing his most ferocious heavywciglit 
punches. There^ one hell ofapost-film pub chat 
to be liad scanning througli Jack Nichoison's list 
of credits, arguing a cose for his single pvatest 
contribution to cinema Five Easy Pieces and 
One Flew Over the CucfcooSJVesfmaybestrong 
(if obvious) contenders. As would CAinofoiwi 
or The King of Marvm Gardens. But what of 
Nicholson’s sizeable body of work behind the 
camera as a writer/director? Isn't it about time 
that entered the conversation? 


Tlifeai’ly veal's 


Until recently, itis been nigh-on impossible 
to give Nicholson’s directorial projects the 
attention they deserve, ^ven their severely 
limited availability on any home video format. 
That's now changed to a degree, but if you 
plan on starting riglit at the beginning, good 
luck tracking down a copy of Nicholson’s 1963 
writing debut Thunder Island. Never released 
on any format, there’s as little information 
available on the film (aside from a perfunctory 
two sentence plot summary on IMDb) as there 
is on its producer/director Jack Leewood. a 
forgottenjourneyman in tbc unnals of 'SOssd- 
fi B-modedom, who nevertheless made more 
than 25 features. 


Cornian's world 


Things pick up a little when we move into Jackb 
time at American International Pictures under 
the wing of Roger Corman. for whom he wrote 
three pictures and made contact with director 
Monte Heilman. Heilman was associate 
producer on Corman's 1960 film. The Wild Fide, 
in which Nicholson was starring, and the pair 
formed a writing partnership that soon resulted 
in£pftoph,ahard-hitting abortion drama. Sadly. 
Corman lost faith in the project so it never got 
made. However, he cicariy saw something in 
the pair; sending them ofl to the Philippines in 
1964 to write and shoot Flight to Fury and Pack 
Door to Hell In quick succession. Both seive ns 
short, sharp exercises in B-movic tlirills, each 
with their own neatly executed set pieces. But 
it’s Flight to Fury that best hints at Nicholson’s 
strengtlisasaperformer; his Jay V^ckham being 
a lupine predator of psychopathic volatility. 


Rfiip tilt whirlwind 


While both are available on DVD in the UK 
as part of the Jack Nichoteon: The Early Years 
collection, the transfers are in desperate need 
of attention. They’re not nearly as deserving, 
however, as a duo of Monte Heilman westerns: 
Ride in the Whirlwind and The Shooting, 
from 1965 and 1966 respectively. Nicholson 
produced both, taking over Fred Astaire’s old 
office to write the former alongside Heilman. 
If any films in Nicholson’s oeuvre can lay claim 
to the term ‘forgotten masterpiece’, it's these 
two. Subverting and re-writing western movie 
archetypes. The Shooting is as committed to 
its magnificent, quasi-Beckettian stylisation 


as M'hirlwind is to its harsh realism. Both cry 
out for the kind of treatment usually reserved 
for the likes of the Criterion or Masters of 
Cinema imprints. 


Hoad movies 


It's thanks to Criterion's outstanding 2010 
release of the Blu-ray collection. America 
Lost and Found: The BBS Story, that we have 
access for the first time to Nicholson’s 1971 
directorial debut. Drive, He Said, as well 
as his first collaboration (this time os a writer] 
with director Bob Rafelson. on the pseudo- 
Brechtian mindfuck. Head (1968). Nicholson 
demonstrated an interesting directorial 
vision when shooting Drive, He Said, more 
so tlian in his two later efiorts (GOfn’ South 
and Chinatown sequel The 2Vo Jokes). Andyet 
it's a film that ultimately lacks cohesion 
between its disparate narrative strands. 
Ail this despite some stunning on-court 
basketball footage courtesy of director 
of photography. Bill Butler. 

Head proves the real find amid the 
established classics in the collection; a free- 
associative tumble down the rabbit hole that 
exceeds even an early screenplay written for 
Corman, The Trip. Playing like a kind of visual 
suicide note for manufactured pop-sensations 
TheMonkces, the integration of footage like the 
Nguyen Van Lem execution cnsiu'es the film is 
fully removed fi’om any expected similarities 
to Richard Lester's Beatles collaborations. 
A dark, melancholic burst of meta-reflexive 
expressionism, it^ a fihti that smashes through 
(hedoor of comraercial pop culture with all the 
force of Jack Torrance’s axe. 



Celeste 6 
Desse Forever 
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T lif ri>m-c(>ni is a n-siliviit old bastunl. Many 
films tliat straddle the mdie-niainstream 
spectrum have taken on this hardiest of genres, 
tinkered with the formula and injected it 
with edjo' content. But from 77ic Hvc-lettr 
Engagement to Friends uilh Benefits, theyVe 
yielded mixed results. 

In Celeste * Jesse Forever, the twist arrives 
early. .After a montage oflovcd-up jihotos, we 
accompany Celeste (Brushida Jones, also co- 
writer) and Jesse (.Andy Sambeig) on their 
morning eoinniute. Their conversation is full of 
in-jokes, banter and standard-issue bickering, 
as well as one biz.nrre bit of busine.ss in wdiich 
the duo dementedly jerk off a phallic tube of 
lip-gloss towards its gooey climax. 

But there's something hidden behind this 
chemistry - a revelation that hii.s so hard, it 
might as well be accompanied by a record-skip 
audio cue. Over dinner that evening, one of their 
friends reveals that the couple broke up months 
ago and are, in fact, going through a divorce. 


.After this table-fii|i of a development, 
Celeste A- Jesse Forever takes an altogether more 
dramatic turn, shifting focus away from the 
kooky couple and coneoiilratingoaCelesle, who 
goe.s Ihrougli a cycle of determined singlcdom, 
bad datesand inevitable heartache, 

Jones may have impressed with her down- 
to-earlhqualityinTVsitcoiiislike7'/!E-Oj7(ce!md 
Barks (Wtfflcrrcufibii.butslie'ssliglitlyslrctching 
herself here a.s her character constantly veeis 
between mania and melancholy. Her Celeste is 
a bundle of contradictions; by tunis pragmatic, 
pedantic, boozy and bitchy. 

Such contradictions make for excellent 
drama, but for all its ambition, the film can't 
escape slagnanl rom-com distractions. The 
protagonists have the familiar friendship 
group of cay BFFs (Elijah Wood) and 
hyper-masculine dudebros (co-writer Will 
McCormack), and the script is jain-packed 
with lukewarm gags about Ikea, vegan 
restaur.anis and ditzy starlets. 


Celeste A Jesse Fonnvr allempls to mine 
new ground - namely that hard-to-describe 
situation in which a relationship outlasts a 
romance - but while it tries its hardest to break 
up with the genre, it still yearns for emotional 
support. MK IIAEI.I.i:\l)r.R 
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The Hunt 



riircrfct/AvTIIO.MAS VI NTKKIIKIU: 
.Wi/rrjHg MADS .MIKKEL.SEN, TIIII.M.V.S 
Bll I.AltSKN, AN\1K.V WEDDEBKOl’l’ 
«c/cu.?.'i/.\O\K.MBEB30 

C oming across like a tawdry T\' movie 
desecration of .Alfred Hitchcock's l<)5f> 
drama. Tfie H'rom/ Man, Thomas A’inteiberg’s 
The Iliml see^ the genial, liberally minded 
denizens of a leafy Danisli suburb transform 
into revolting hate mongers at the mere whiff of 
social discord. It's a case of guilty until proven 
innocent for kindly nursery school teacher 
Lucius (Mads Mikkelsen). who is wrongfully 
accused by one of hi.s pint-sized pups of some 
unsavoury extra-curricular activity. 

Wild, spurious hunches trump basic 
r.ilionality as Lucas is swiftly ostracised from 
Ihecommunitywhile iiwaitingforma! th.irges to 
confirm to all that he is indeed a repugnant sex 
pervert. Operating under the supposed truism 
that adults wiil always take the words utlored by 
their children at face value. I.ucas"crime' drafts 
him to the le\ el of brooding, Kafkaesque patsy 


wherein, for reasons unkmown, he rvfuse.s to 
argue hus case or offer an alibi. 

Manipulative in the extreme. Vinterberg's 
film masquerades as sage social critique when 
in fact it has all Ilie ps>’chulngical credibility of 
a eheapjack soap opera. Its central glitch is that 
Lucas' innocence is never in doubt, and so the 
process of watching the film is simply a case of 
waiting until he’s absolved. 

Thai the plot machinations of The Hunt 
don't bare close scrutiny is only part of the 
problem: Vinteibcrg has obviously worked 
closely with hi.s cast to sculpt naturalistic, 
free-flowing performances, and you'd be hard- 
pressed to lanibasi Mikkelsen’s stoical central 
turn. But. alas, \'iiiterbei^ has only succeeded 
in creating crude ciphers, not complex huin.in 
char;icter.s. The film's hysterical 'children are 
evil' credo is more pronounced and withering 


than even The Omen, and the manner in which 
it tackles these is.sues is at best irresponsible, 
at worst plain dangerous. It amomits to the 
Very same alarmist tabloid balderdash that it 
supposedly decries. ll.M III.IKNKINS 
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Silver Linings Playbook 

DirccU-d In DAVN) () Kl'SSKLI. 

Sl„rri„,i ItRAIU.KY t’Odl'RK. .IKWIKER LAWRKNt’i:. RORRRT DR NIRO 
Bcleiiscd XOVKMBRK 21 


A t ;i tiTtiiin point in time, .\mcric;in 
director David O Russell was one of the 
more unpredictable and acerbiocumedic 
talents working on the fringe of mainslreum 
Hnllj-wood. Movies like Flirtiny with disaster 
and Three Kings displayed an intelligence and 
ungainly wit that made their success gratiMufe 
but unlikely. His previous fllni. The Fighter, saw 
O Russell pla>ing il ver>’ straight, and though 
the film worked on it.« own terms, it seemed he 
miglit have left his wild years behind him. 

Tlianklully. Silver Linings Playbook proves 
that n Russell hasn’t lost the knack of tup- 
loading a little subversion into a star-packed 
studio picture. Sure, it WTaps up a little more 
cosily than the director's hardcore fans niiglit 
have liked but. for just over an hour, this is one 
of the .strangest American comedies to emerge 

Bradley Cooper stars as Tat, an uiillinchiiig 
optimist reeeiitly released from an eight- 
month stint at a mental institution, the result 
of a violent streak sparked by catching his wife 
(Brea Bee) cheating on lum. He’s not exactly 
ill tile healthiest frame of mind when released, 
and isdelcrmined to get his spouse back dc.spite 
the restraining order. He also likes to jog 


while wearing a hlaek garbage bag to increase 
perspiration. He's really not well. 

But nor is anyone else in the fihu; from his 
obsessive-compulsive suburban bookie father 
(Robert De Niro, more entertaining tlian lie’s 
been in years) to mysterious girl-down-the-block 
Tiffany (Jennifer Lawrence). She too has suffered 
a breakdown, whieli makes her perfect for I'at in 
the eyes of their mutual friend.s. Though there 
are buglus to he had. this is a film that presents 
everyone’s private insanity as a way to celebrate 
what makes us unique. 0 Rus.sell cmbraee.s 
human flaws whulelieartedly. 

Sh'cr Linings is at its best when its narrative 
is as unpredictable as its chiuacters, with 0 
Russell oi^anisiug a series of mental games and 
manipiilnlionsthat together operate as adiamiing 
screwbiiHeomedyforlhcinvoluntiu'iiy medicated. 
It all builds towards a eoiwentional happy ending 
tliijtLssomethingofacop-out.but at least URusscU 
wersdownenoughcompellingbywaystoniakelhe 
journey feel worthwhile. Cooiier arguably delivers 
his finest performance to date, dropping ail of his 
mo\ie star swagger to play a severely damaged 
man with humanity and humour. .And Lawrence 
matclies him till the way, proving she can do more 
tlian smokily underplay lier line readings 


De Niro and Chris Tucker (as one of Pat’s 
institutionalised buddies) are textbook scene- 
stealing side players, but this is very much the 
Cooper Lawrence show. More tlian anylhing 
else, though, it's just nia- to seeO Russell revisit 
his darkly comic comfort zone. That an echo 
of his unique voice can still be heard througli 
the fug uf this mure pupulisl comedy drama is 
good news indeed, and we hope il allows him 
to crank nut tliese burnished genus for years 
to come. l‘IIIUl'ltit(tHN 
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Whatever Happened to Baby Dane? (1962) 

liir.-rirdhy ROBKRT AI.DUlfll 
.'•lairing BliTTE UA\ IS. JOAN I RAW I'OliU, \ K'TOlt Rl (I.NO 
HcIcuskI DKC'EMREU 14 


L iki> iin evi-ii muru pathetic rifi on Gloria 
Swiinsiin’!. Nonna Rcsmond in her 
ri'iiressivv yearning fur past stardom, and 
even recalling the '.iciousness of Regina Giddens 
- her character in William Wyler’s The Little 
fo.ves - willi the veneer of propriety stripped 
away, Bette Dari.s’ Jajie Hudson is afully-fiedged 
screen monster. 

Robert Aldrich’s IWi horror picture begins 
m 1017 with 'B:iby’ Jane wowing the crowds as 
a spoiled childhood celebrity wliile her sister 
Blanche looks on. We quickly cut to 1<)35 and 
note thesisters' reversal of fortune, with Blanche 
becoiuing a major movie star and Jane now an 
unbankable drunk. We then move with a cruel 
thud to ’yesterday', as a witty title card infoms. 

In the present, the now elderly sisters live 
ill a decaying mansion in which a booze-addled 
and incri'a.sing!y cruel Jane haiks after Riancbe 
(Joan Crawford), now confined to a wheelchair 
after a career-ending automobile incident 
years earlier, an incident believed to liavo been 
pcrpctralcd by a jeidovis Jane. 

'Cruelty’ is ilie nijcrativc word here, and not 
just in Jane's beha\iour towards Blanche. There’s a 
certain brutality in presenting Davis in grotesque 
make-up that acx'enluateslieragc(!>4 at the lime 
of the film's release hut looking at least a decade 
older). Joan Crawford gets off somewhat lighten 


in an early scene, .\ldnch has Blunehe watch her 
old aim-ies on TV, and her TOUlhful visage on the 
small sereeii ecmtnists notably with the wrinkle- 
empha.sismg close-ups ofihe aged actress. 

And yet m bringing this pair of screen legends 
together, Aldrich ha.s crafted a taut if gloriously 
iiveMbe-top horror exercLse that also doubles 
as a Hollywood tale so bleak it makes Simaet 
Boulex'onl look all suoelness and light. Over 
134 iiiiliutes, Jane wages a wiu- of espionage and 
psychic terror against her sister, intercepting her 
mail, cutting off all contact with outsiders and 
putting dead birds and rats in her meals. 

These last moments are played as high 
camp or low horror, depending on how you 
look at them, but there are plenty of heavily 
accented intrusions of the grotesque that are 
both horrifying and deliriously irresislible. 
There arc also enough instances of situational 
suspense (will Blanche amble downstairs 
in time to place a phone cal! before Jane 
relurns home’.’) to draw the appropriate 
comparisons to Hitchcock. 

BeRe D;i\is' K'.sl roles of her ’30s and ’4tis 
heyday (,Vou’. Ibyoper; Dark ITctory) were 
sympathetic {xirtraits of women ill at ease in a 
male dominnled society. In her weaker roles, a 
sus|iicious number of which were directed by 
Wyler, she's either blamed for her 'aberrant' 


behaviour (Jezebel) or presented as a conniving 
bitch ir/ieliH/e/'o.vcs). 

That Jlahy.Tanc builds out of the latter niiide 
while exaggerating it hideously means that 
,\ldricli offers a highly eiitertainiug riff on one 
aspect of the Davis persona. It also means that, 
despite a third-act levelaiion that presents Jane 
in a slightly altered liglit. we're forced to accept 
a near caricature of what was already tile least 
felicitous strain of Davis’ einemalie idenlity m 


order to welcome the legendary aetres 
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Alps 

Directed by VdRGOS LANTIIIMOS 

Starriiiii STAVKOS I’SVLLAKIS. AlUS SEllVETALlS, JUUXNV VEKItlS 


ee \\M M i:hal'acters in 

%W# Yorgos Lunthimos' new film meet lo 
ww discuss the name of tliuir group, their 
leader chooses the word 'Alps’ tor a couple of 
reasons, one of them being that "the name in no 
way reveals what it is that wc do". 

Tliat line is indicative ofthe Greek director's 
approach to storytelling. Alps is a film about 
people who offer theirsecvices as substitutes for 
llie recently deceased, filling a gap in the lives 
of grieving families until their pain subsides. 
But Lanthiraos is deliberately vague on 
the details of this arrangement, and of the 
motivations and agendas that drive his 
characters to take on these roles. 

The director's previous film.i>offfootft, was 
similarly reticent with contextual information, 
but that looks tike a model of cxpusitional 
clDrily next to this one, which keeps us 
guessing about the true nature of what we see 
depicted on screen. 

The centra] relationships in Alps are all 
about control, with Lanthimus again using a 
small ensemble to explore group dynamics and 
extreme modes of behaviour. Mont Blajic (Aris 
Servetalis) is the Alps' self-appointed leader. He 
takes a sadistic delight in the power he possesses 
and is quick to react to any dissent or error from 
his female colleagues in a brutal manner. 


However, as in Dogtooth, we gradually 
sec cracks begin to appear, with nurse Mont 
Rouge (Aggeliki Fapoulin) attempting to 
break free - defying the rules In her search 
to find a genuine connection. Her story 
becomes the filra'.s emotional through-line, 
although it is complicated by her own blurry 
sense of the boundaries between real and 
fake encounters. 

Even if the lack of context Lantliimos 
provides can make Alps a disorienting and 
maddening experience at first, it inexorably 
grows into a deeply absorbing one. The use of 
muted-colours, off-kilter framing and deadpan, 
absurdist humour is just as effective here as it 
was in Dogtooth, creating a distinctive milieu 
in which this bizarre behaviour makes a weird 
kind of sense. 

The monotone delivery that Lanthimos 
elicits from his ea.st is also brilliantly utilised, as 
the Alps team redte the scripts they have been 
given by lire bereaved families. These sequences 
are often hilarious - notably a pa.ssionlcss 
reading of "Don't stop. It feels like heaven." 
during a sex scene - but they can quickly veer 
into unsettling territory. One blind elderly 
lady asks fur her two stand-ins lo recreate an 
affair that her iate husband had with lier best 
friend. Reconsidering these relationships fr om 


the point-of-view of the families who hire the 
Alps adds a fresh layer of moral and emotional 
complexity to the picture. 

It's hard to imagine Alps having the same 
crossover appeal as Dogtooth as it feels less 
cohesive and inevitably less revelatory than 
that debut. But in many respects this is a more 
ambitious and challensrg piece of work, and 
the impact of its quietly devastating finale 
certainly leaves a mark that lingers long after 
the film cuts to black. Multiple viewings 
are encouraged, and they may reveal just 
how impressive an achievement this is from 
one of the key new voices in contemporary 
cinema. I’nihCONCVVXll.V 
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Interview by PHIL I'OM'ANNUN Illustration by LVE LLUVU K.MUIIT 


Yorgos Lanfhiiino& 


H ow do you foUow a film like Dogtooth? 
Yoi^os Lanthimos’ surreal 2009 
breakthrough was a startling revelation. 
His new fllm, A/ps, U even more challenging and 
ambitious. The director lei LWLies in on the 
secrets of creating distinctive, memorable films 
unashoestring. 

Don't let financial limitations 
stand in your v^'ay 


1 did make Alps with less money (than ikiptoof/il 
but it wasn’t by choice. It was the amount of 
money that we could get at the time and it 
turned out to be less, so we decided to just go 
ahead with it. It forces you to do many things 
and to accept many things. If thereY a Rim you 
want to make and certain things you have in 
mind that you want to do, you have to ask if you 
want to make the film under these conditions. 
It might mean that the film can't look the way 
you want it to look because you have no lights; 
you can't choose the locations by aesthetics, 
you have to find the locations from friends and 
they have to be free; you cant paint walls or 
change the furniture, because you dont have 
the money. 

Always write with a partner 


First of all. I am not good at writing. I am quite 
lazy. I always think in very useful to have a 
different mind next to you if you want to create 
something more complex. In Dogioofhl already 
had the idea and I went to Efthymis [Filippouj 
- it was his first script, actually - and from my 
ideas he started writing a few scenes to see if 
we could write together, and when we liked the 
scenes we went further. In the middle of editing 
Dogtooth we started discussing Alps and went 
back and forth, and he had this idea about death 
and people asking other people to write letters 
or make phone colls pretending to be a loved 
one who has died. When he told me that I was 
very interested, and I sat down to write this 
synopsis about a nurse \riio works in a hospital 



and actually offers herself as a substitute for 
these people. I showed it to him and hesaid.'It^ 
interesting, but what if it's a group?' 

Don't pander to the audieiuv 


I wish I knew what made Dogtooth such a 
success because 1 would do the same thing 
again. Actually, 1 wouldn't because I'm quite 
reactionary and I might think, ‘Why is this so 
popular? Let's make it darker, let's go further...' 
Hiere is somethmg of that in Alps. There are 
so many different audiences, so many different 
countries and cultures, and people perceive 
things differently according to their own 
personality, so you have to go 1^ your own 
instincts and do what you feel is ri^t. IPs not 
like we want to withhold information to irritate 
the audience, it's just that I find it much more 
intriguing when something is revealed to me 
gradually and I'm asked to be involved and 
engaged and to think about these things. 

Don't relyon.sup|X)rt I'romhoini.' 


Greek films have never been very successful 
in Greece, unless it's a commercial film with 
a big TV star. It’s kind of weird because we do 


have a theatre scene thaPs quite rich. So there 
is that culture, and almost every arthouse film 
that you find in Cannes, Venice or Berlin will 
be released on a couple of screens in Greece. 
But there is always this kind of conflici between 
the audience and its own cinema. My debut, 
KInetta. was barely released m Greece. It only 
ran for a few weeks in a cinema that is actually 
a bar. Dogtooth was kind of a historic moment 
in Greek cinema. After it won in Cannes, people 
who wouldn't actually go and see such a film 
went to see it. and many of them were quite 
irritated. Alps did okay but it was released 
at a time of huge turbulence vrith the Prime 
Minister resigning. Turns out that wasnl such 
a good time to release a film. 

Keep >'our options open 


I don't like to have a preconceived notion about 
how a character should look or how they should 
move, because I want to be surprised by the way 
someone acts in that role. I don’t limit myself by 
saying. The character of the nurse is a 5S-year- 
nld fat woman from a middle-class femily.’ I just 
want to find someone that intrigues me. Even 
people that 1 know pretty well, like Aggeliki 
[Papoulia] who was in Dogtooth. 1 have them go 
through a screen test because I need to see what 
happens in this part. The same goes for Ariane 
[LabedJ who 1 knew from Attenberg. 1 know 
she's a great actress, but 1 needed to see her in 
this to be sure that whatever it is she has will add 
something to the part. 

Don't oi'cr-rvhearsc* 


In Dogtooth there was a combination of actors 
and non-actors, and while we did have a lot of 
rehearsul, it mainly consisted of playing games. 
It's nut so much about rehearsing the scenes, it's 
about making them feel more comfortable in 
their bodies. 1 wanted them to forget about how 
they were behaving and start being a little bit 
silly and bored. Basically, I wanted them to start 
acting like children. 




Aurora 
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S ize nialters. Il's been jusl over Iwo yeiirs 
sintv Cristi Piiiu's forensitally inlimati* 
and tantalisinfily opaque IBO-niinute 
psycho dnuiia. Aurora, premiered ill a Cannes 
sidebar in aoio. Tliouph the lilni polarised 
critics, its hulking runlime no doubt enntributed 
to its prolonged shelving, Apparcnl!>’ your name 
has to be James Canierun or David Fincher to 
produce three-hour films that will also be given 
a chance to find an audience in cinemas- That 
Puiu's ‘size’ as the lauded Romanian maestro 
behind 2005‘s The Death of Mr itiotzrescu 
didn't count fur squat suggests a sad slate of 
distribution oflairs. 

In tone and execution. Puiu’s formally 
exacting horrorshow feels like a long-lost 
relation of Clumtal Akerman’s 1975 
masterinece. Jeanne Dielman, 23 Quai du 
Commerce, 1030 Bruxelles, in that it captures 
the daily movements of a single protagonist with 
an artful, closed-circuit precision. To walch 
the film requires an immaculate attention to 
psychological detail; there is no exposition, nor 
do characters explain their actions or randomly 
air tlieir grievances in fortuitous earshot of the 
camera. If you're not willing In give yourself 
over to this movie, then there really is no point 
in watching it. 


I'uiu himself plays Viorel, a schlubby 
middle-aged father of two who is in the midst 
of a very important piece of business and is 
worried that someone might be ftillowing him. 
lie's able to act normally around his family 
and work colleagues, but when he’s on his own 
(which he is for much of the film), his mind 
appears to be taketi over by some enigmatic 
concern. Puiu's technically astcnishing 
performance is a mess of minutely calibrated 
tics and glance.s. while information regarding 
events that have occurred prior to the film's 
timeframe can be inferred from how Viorel 
engages withhishis surroundings- Tile question 
of where his paranoia derives is addressed in the 
second half of the film, and when it arrives, it's 
ashocking revelation. 

I'erliap.s the defining stalemeiit among a 
recent spate of films that take the banality of evil 
as their subject - Markus Schleinzer’s Michael, 
Justin Kuizel's Shewitnvn -Aurora manages to 
convey an air of extreme violence without over 
actually depicting any on screen. As with The 
Death of Mr Lazarescu and his brilliant, little- 
knowm debut. Stujfand Dough. I'uiu confirms 
here that he sees cinema as tool to monitor 
human proce.ss, and that material whicli 
may initially come across as extraneous or 


spurious can in fact be loaded with vit;d subtext 
and insight. 

When the film was released in the US, a 
few critics dismissed Aiu'ura as 'too boring'. It 
does require a massive emotional investment, 
and it is very long, but lliis chilly and majestic 
work takes a giant risk in choosing to be about 
boredom. It examines the wealth of physical 
and psychological detail that contributes 
towards a single act. In the end, it asks if a 
system of law could ever be sophisticated 
enough to acknowledge the dark complexities 
ufihe human mind. D.VVH) JK.VKINS 
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Rust and Bone 


llirrdcd In .lACyl LS Al IIIAIIl) 

Slarrinf, MAIilON COTII.I.AIU), MATTHIAS SCIlor.XAKIlTS. 
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RMlIliK 2 


A s French director Jacques Audiard 
admitted in a 200q inteniew with 
The Guardian, every lime he gets 
behind the cumeni. he visualises thv 
final scene from John Huston's lele-eareer 
hit Fat City (1972), Specifically, the laconic 
denouement in which two beaten-down 
boxers played by Stacy Kcacli and a young 
Jeff Bridges sit and drink a cup of coffee in 
a murky diner in Stockton, California. They 
realise - with a quiet acceptance that they 
arc failures and that their lives will always 
“make a beeline for the drain". 

With Rust and Bone, Audiard again 
draws on the essence ol this sceue. tliis time 
bringing in a strong female Ic.id who must 
renegotiate her relationship with the outside 
world after losing both her legs, Stephanie 
(Marion Cotillard). an orca trainer, is injured 
during oil accident at the aquatic theme 
park where she works. During her prolonged 
period of convalescence she falls in love with 
a uomadic barc-kiiuckle figliter named Ali 
(Mallhias Schoetiaerts). He has just arrived 
in town, kid in tow. from a clearly fragmented 
and troubled life elsewhere. The bullish 
Schoenaerts presents Ali as a volatile yet 
ultimately loving outsider. The muinenis of 
tenderness he shares with his son frequently 
tip over into uncomfortable machismo, 
while intimate scenes with Stephanie 
are lantalisiiigly elouiled by liis apparent 
I'lnntional indifference. lie is a classic 
Audiard nwle. 

Froin the synopsis alone, the outlook isn't 
promising; tlie wliale smacks of overstulfed 
metaphor, while the jiixt:>|M)sitioii between 
the raw animalism of the hea.st and the naked 
brutality of the male fighters is a mite on-tlie- 
nose. And yet Audiard has in fact created a 
film that skilfully and tenderly halance.s these 
forces. Stephanie experiences surges of anxiety 
propelled by the uutameable nature of both the 
animal aud the man she loves. This bittersweet 
sense of failure looms heavy over idmosl every 
scene, and sudden excessesoreniotion threaten 
every exchange. 


The horror of Stephanie's accident is 
executed witli great style, set to the oppressive, 
deep-pumping bass of Heal 2 Reel's T Like 2 
Move It'. Like the film as a whole, the scene is 
frapnentaiy and liazy. But Audiard is brutal 
when it comes to depicting the shortcomings 
of the liuman body; he zeroes m on the snot 
and blood of the street fighters, who batter 
each other in out-of-town parking lots. The sex 
scenes, loo, are deeply erotic, precisely because 
of their matter-of-fact portrayal. The bodies 
and minds are damaged, hut are in the process 
ofheing reclaimed and rebuilt. 

•Audiard plays on well-wom themes - the 
llireat of violence, the abuse of power, men 
struggling to accept responsibility fur their 
actions. But he also treads original ground inhis 
exploration of Stephanie's burgeoning sense of 
womanhood as altered by lier accident. When 
.\li (lersuades Stephanie to go swimming in 
the sea. the first time she has stepiwd oul.side 
of her stinking Hat in months, it's a moment of 
mcredible sexual energy tlial has nolliing to do 
with All's male presence. 

Instead, Audiard's camera devotes itself 
to Stephanie’s newfound sensuality. She 
swims naked, legless in full siew. joyously 
rediscovering each nerve in her body, realising 
tliat life iiiiglit not be worthless. Cotillard’s 
performance us electrizing. Redolent of John 
Huston, Audiard locates a kind of poetry 
in damage. He finds u bruised beauty in 
failure. IIASI A l.llWAMKrtVSKU'l'MMIMJ.S 


ANTICII’ATIO.N. it's Audiard 
and llicrejore a liiunl-sve. no iiuill, 
hinr dodny-soundinu Ihr prenii 
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Great Expectations 


lliircled by MIKK NEWICLI, 

Slurniiy HELENA UOMIA.M lAKTEU, ItALl'H FIENNES. 

ih-i,‘uscdso\ :io 


O ne of Charles Dickens' best-los'cd 
novels. On'iit Kxpectaliim.i has alre.iciy 
been adiipled for the sereeii on 
numerous occasions. So where to go next? Stay 
close to the source with a straiglitfurwanl take 
in the vein of David Lean's revered 1146 classic, 
or try fora modem spin, as /yfonsu Cuardn did 
in by resetting the tale in contemporary 
New York? 

Director Mike Newell treads an elTective 
line between faithful and fresh, staying lopl 
to the Victorian novel while playfully milking 
its dark. Gothic elements in a tongue-in-cheek, 
almost over-thu-top fashion that brings Tim 
Burton to mind. 

The opening scene throws us straight 
into a snappy, visceral style tliat never allows 
the sprawling tale to drag. Young orphan i’ip 
(played a* a child by Toby Irs'ine) [tasses over 
mi-sty Kent mar.she.s to risit his parents' graves. 
He's then ambushed and scared witless by a 
desperate convict. Mud-covered and chained. 
Ralph Fiennes plays up the glioulish aspect of 
criminal Magwi tch, whom Pip promises to help. 

Newell gleefully amps up the Gothic gloom 
when I'ip. who lives with his cantankerous 
sister and her indulgent blacksmith husband, is 
cniistedhy spin.sterMiss Havisham to play with 
her adopted daughter Estella (Helena Barlow). 


Trepidation strikes as soon as Pip enters 
dilapidated Satis House, where the residents 
wallow behind clrawm curtains in the dim light 
of candelabra.s. 

Helena Bonham Carter, a former corpse 
bridcofTira Burton, is an all-loo-obviouschoice 
as Miss Havisham. She taps into the Victorian- 
style eccentricity of the frozen-in-time bride, 
still dressed in her now-yellowed gown, her 
wedding cake teeming with rats on the dusl- 
covered banquet table. .Amid this decay. Pip 
falls for the pretty and proud Estella, raised by 
her wretched mother with a cold heart. 
Meanwhile, his ambitions to advance up the 
siK'ial ladderarc launched. 

Leaping years forward, the grown Pip 
(Jeremy Irvine - bringing a brooding intensity 
to the character) jumps at the oppurtunily 
will'll offered a large sum of money by an 
anonjTTious benefactor to mow to London 
and become a gentleman, raising himself to a 
position where he's eligible to marry Estella 
(Holliday Grainger). Oily .Alexander is also 
well-cost as Herberl Pocket. Pip's effusively 
cheery London roommate and firm ally. As 
Pip is plunged headfirst into the demands of 
his new station, he frequently butts heads 
with Bentley Drummle (Ben Lloyd-Hughes). a 
wealthy youth and heir who has no redeeming 


JASON FLLM\N(i 


personality traits - and who soon becomes 
a rival for Eslclb's allentions. 

Bold costume design fires some flamhoyanl, 
ujidated quirk into the familiar tale; the wildl}- 
curly quiffs and long velvet coats of tile trainee 
gentlemen are more punk rock than staid 
decorum. Dickensian social stitire firmly intact, 
Pip slowly learns hard truth-s through the pint's 
twists and suiprisiilg revelations about tlie shallow 
ephemcralityofworldlywcalthandstalus. Dickens 
rewnile his contentiouslysad ending - and wvYe 
left gue.ssing until the last which version Newell 
willoplfor, I'.UtMIlNtillVA' 
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The Pool 



Slurnity \ liNkATKSH C’lLUAN. 

A\ i;slIA MOil A.N. liA.NGA C IIAVA.S 
n.-Uui’i.'il \0\ KMIJKIl 16 


O riginally completi-J in 2007 and rck'asi'd 
■n Iho US in 2 ik)H, Thr Pool from director 
Chris Smith, finally plunges into ITC einemiui 
four years later. Why it's been plucked from 
the shell' after all this lime remains a mysterj', 
though its cireiiitmis release history doesn't 
lake away from the fact that it's an utterly 
charming little film. 

You may know eo-writer and direetar Smith 
for his Uhi'i documentary,. l/w'rfciwAfui'fr, about 
a pair of lovable drop-outs attempting to piece 
together a no-fi horror mo\ie. The Poo! couldn’t 
be more of a departure; a Ilindi-language, 
DiU'deniie-like comedy-druma about Venkatesh 
fVenkatesh Chavan), an illiterate, wayward teen 
hotchvorker who dreams of diving headlong into 
a swiituningpool owned by a rich loeal family. 

A model Ilf lucid, unpreteiiUous and iLssurcd 
character building. Smith's film examines the 


hardserabble existence of life wilhnu finaneial or 
family support. He also Imiksat thepsycbological 
strain of developing meaningful aspirations 
without llie correct tools to achieve them. Spied 
in the branches of a tree gawping at the pool, 
Venkatesh isinviled by Ihcim-ner of the property 
to help out in the garden, thoujdi it's not long 
before Venkatesh is making eyes at the buss’ 
daughter, Ayeshu tAyc-sha Mohan). 

The naturalistic dialogue sparkles as the 
script favours amusing discursive conversation.s 
and never stoops to having it s characters preach 
to one anotlier. Venkulesli’s tragic backslory 
and his reasons tor wanting lodive into the pool 
are revealed subtly, while the view of Goa (the 
film's location) through the eyes of an American 
director is both tasteful and evocative, drawing 
out an exotic beauty while refusing to shy away 
frotn the dismal economic conditions. 


Things go a little a.siray during the llii.d half- 
hour, and it's mil helped by Smith's baffiing 
decision to fade numerous randomly selected 
scenes to black. Yet even thougli The Pool is 
inching lowai'ds its fifth birthday, better late 
lluin never We say. l)AVII).ir..VKIVS 
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*tT know I can be a bit of a demented bitch 
X sometimes, bul you still love me, riglit'-'"So 
IH-ye.ir-otd Pauline (AnnaLynne McCord) a-sks 
her mother Phyllis (Traci Lords), her words 
eeliomg IhrougJi Excision like a desperate cry 
lor help. Insensitive, mimipulative, delusional 
and increasingly dangerous, wannabe sawbones 
Pauline iscerlainly hard to love, but at the same 
lime her intense need to gain her mother's 
admiration and alfeclion is also, ultimately, 
what allow.s viewer.^ lo main lain sympathy with 
her through an escalating series of horrors. 
That and McCord's exceptionally nuaneed 
performance, going from .vrogant to vulnerable 
to ecstatic to downright dislurlied. often in the 
space of a few seconds. 

"I don't know of a teenager who doesn't 
profile as a soeiupatli." Pauline says, casually 
excusingher more aberrant behaviour. Yet while 
the adults around her regard this gawky, greasy- 
haired high schooler as being like the teen misfit 


from Welcome to the Dollhouse, she is revealed 
both by her disturbing dreams of sexuality and 
surgery fto which we alone are privy) and by 
her furtive extra-curricular activities, tn be far 
closer to the unhinged anti-heroine of Lucky 
McKee's 2Ul)2 film. May. 

Phyllis i.s something of a 'demented bitch' 
herself, amonstrous suburban harridan obsessed 
with churcli and cotillion, overtly favxiuring her 
younger, ailuig daughter Grace CAiiel Winter) 
over Pauline. The poteiiti.illy destructive nature 
of the mother-daughter bond certainly forms a 
key theme in Richard Bate.s Jr's feature debut, 
e.xpandcdfroni Ins aw.u'd-wnnning 2i)08 short of 
the same name. 

Y'ct Phyllis is played by one-time teen pom 
star Traci Lords, and the film's other adult 
authorities - Pauline's priest, maths teacher and 
headmaster - are played respectively by 'iiope 
of trash' John Waters, .-1 Clockuvrk Oninye 
badboy Malcolm McDowell and Lynchian dad- 


from-heil Ray Wise. Bales' clever casting shows 
lllal even the most wayward wild child can 
eventually grow up and become integriitvd into 
the society against which he/she once rebelled. 
It's a ray of hope in a film whose trajectory is 
otherwise defiantly bleak, .YVi'DNBITKL 
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Lawrence of Arabia 

Directed by DAVID LEAN 

mvrrirtu I’ETER O’TOOLE. ALEC til lX.NESS. OMAR SJIARIE 
/(f/tase-d NOVEMBER 23 


I n 1990, following the re-release of the 
newly restored 1962 cut of Lawrence 
of Arabia, the American Film Institute 
honoured David Lean with its Lifetime 
Achievement Award. The award itself was 
presented by Steven Spielberg who, in his 
presentation speech, spoke generously of the 
formative influence of Lean's late-period epics 
on his own filmmaking career, citing Robert 
Bolt's screenplay as 'the best ever written’. 

Whether we share Spielberg's sentiments or 
simply choose to forgive a hyperbolic attempt 
at rehabilitating a rnajor filmmaking talent - 
one who has become more susceptible than 
most to the undulations of critical favour - 
it's interesting to note that the single line of 
dialogue upon which this monolithic pillar of 
cinema ultimately hinges is attribntable to its 
director rather than Boll. 

It's Lean himself who. at tlie last minute, 
dubbed the part of the serviceman calling out to 
Lawrence as he finally reaches the Suez Canal 
following a near-fatal desert crossing. We see 
the bizarre juxtaposition of a ship seeming 
to cross the desert on the horizon, and Itear a 
soldier repeat from afar, “Who are you?" It's 
the defining question in a film that paints an 
intimate portrait of psychological tragedy on 
one of the grandest, roost magnificent canvasses 
in the history of cinema. 

It^ a dazzlhig work of art, from Freddie 
Yojing’s cinem.itography to John Box’s dressing 
of the mirage sequence, or Peter O'Toole 
dancing in the sunlight aboard the crashed 
train (shot by Andre Dc Toth and Nic Roeg's 
second unit) ns Maurice Jarre's score swells. 
From Lean’s single-shot orchestration of the 
raid on Aqaba to the visual onomatopoeia of 
cinema's most breathtaking 'match' cut. But of 
all miracles readily apparent on screen, perhaps 
the greate.st is that the film even got made in the 
first place. 


TE Lawrence was vehemently opposed to 
the idea of anyone adapting his autobiography 
Seven Pillars of Wisdom, for the screen, telling 
writer Robert Graves in 1935. “I loathe the 
notion of being celluloided. My rare visits to 
cinema always deepen in me a sense of their 
superficial falsity.,. 'Vulgarity', I would have said, 
only I like the vulgarit)' that means common 
man, and the badness of films seems to me like 
an edited and below-the-belt speciousness.'' 

Yet the legend of Lawrence of Arabia was 
one horn out of cinemii, an heroic enigma who 
grew in pubUc consciousness less from literary 
autobiography than from the travelling newsreel 
roadshows and thelecturesofLowellThomas, one 
of the few war correspondents with direct access 
to Lawrence. By llie time Sam Spiegel acquired 
the rights from the estate trustees in 1959. the 
story of Lawrence of .\rabia luid already become 
the stuff of schoolboy legend, cemented througli 
various stage and biographical investigations 
(Lean's own Prince Feisal, Alec Guinness, had 
even played the title role in Terence Rattigan's 
Ross in the West End). 

Many valiant but frustrated attempts were 
made by precious rights-holder Alexander 
Korda to bring Lawrence's story to the screen 
throughout the '30s and '40s. but myriad factors 
- from script disapproval to international 
relations at the outbreak of war - served to 
thwart tliem, leaving it to the propaganda 
machines of die Soviets (the 1930 film 
Visitor fiom Mecca) and Dr Goebbels (Uprising 
in Damascus) to mount their own assaults 
on Ills legacy. 

Lean and Bolt sought to demythulogise 
Lawrence, to di.savow any Kipling-esque, 
cowboys-and-indians heroism for something 
that aspired to Shakespearean tragedy, happy 
tu play fast and loose with historical veracity 
if it served their portrayal of a flawed, neurotic 
genius - a modem cinematic Hamlet. Theirs 


is DO hagiography. If there's one aspect that 
prevents Bolt's outstanding screenplay from 
quite rcach'mg Che dizzying pedestal upon which 
Spielberg places it. it lies in its overstatement 
of Lawrence's contradictions, the “no one 
ever knew him" assertion with which the film 
begins, building towards the answer, "least of all 
Lawrence himself". 

O'Toole's pertbrmance never shies from 
Lawrence's preening narcissism and arrogaDce, 
even harbarisni. Yet he elfects a remarkable 
counterbalance both in his compassion and 
his emotional and strategic intelligence. TE 
Lawrencehimselfstipulatedin an early contract 
that there should be no women in his screen 
story, and Lean obliges by keeping his alleged 
homosexuality close to the surface. Lawrence’s 
well-documented masochistic tendencies 
certainly leave the Dcraa rape sequence open tu 
performative interpretation. 

Whoever TE Lawrence was, LeanB film 
remaius an interpretation of unparalleled 
amhicion, its 313-day shoot Lasting us long ns the 
Arab Revolt itself. Tliis new 4K restoration of 
tlie 227-minute Director’s Cut glistens in a way 
Lawrence of Arabia never has before, a concurrent 
Blu-ray release serving to mock even the most 
expansive home cinema set-up. Ills a film made for 
the cinema; a film, in foct. for which cinema itself 
was made, .MVIT TIlRirf 
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Bond 24 

As the world comes down with a severe case of Bond fever on the 
hack nf the release of ShyfaU, Adam Lee Davies and David Jenkins 
ponder what adventures 007 might have next... 


DJ: For this now Bond, I think it should stiirloif 
with a pre-credits sequence of James on a stag do. 

ALD: Tliat could actually fly. 

DJ; It’s like in The livini/ Daylights whereyov 
see he’s mates with one of the other double-0& 
So he’s on a stag da.. 

ALD; .on the Circle Line. They have to drink a 
pint of hot cider and Red Bull at every stop. And 
Pitbull should do the soundtrack. 

DJiWuitis 'Pitbull'? 

ALU: 1 don't know. He's on MTV a lot. 

DJ: Sohow about the film proper stiirts at ti rock 
festival on theslopes of Mt Fuji. Bond is there 
on holiday with all his Primrose Hill chums. 

ALD; Is lie pretending to be casual like Bond 
often does? He’s humming along to Coldplay, 
He's got Iris squashy Carling that's mostly foam 
- but he doesn’t mind. He's wearing aRiver 
Island Hawaiian shirt. 

DJ: He's obviously sent Moneypenny down to 
Next lu gel him some cabana wear. 

ALD: I'm also picturinghim somehow being 
a quarterback for llie .Atlanta Falcons and 
stopping the world from blowing up during the 
ftn;il quarter of the SuiktBowI. 

DJ: A cross-cultural thing. Yanks love Bond. 

ALD; Yeah. He comosoii and says. 'How doyou 
play this bliMidy game?' 

D J: j\nd. 'Where do you take the free kicks 

ALD: It turns out the Denver Broncos are being 
run by Big Oil 

DJ: Yes, and Obama is set to present the 
trophy to the winning team and Bond has to 


foil ;in :iss;issinatirin plot. 

.ALD: What if the trophy is full of ammonia 
and they splash it in Obama’s face and turn liim 

DJ: .Andhe loses all of his votes. Or what about 
golf? Bond's gone middle aged, wants to get out 
of Mlb and decides bo wants to get into spurt. 
Golf-finger. 



ALD: TheSpy W'/io Golfed Me. Octoputly, 
Gol/lniU of Solace. Live and Let's Drive. 

DJ: The final scene is set on a driving range, 
and Bond has to hit a ball SOU yards unto a nuke 
disarm switch. 

ALD: ...on the nose cone of a Zeppelin. Before it 
crashes into The World Mosque? 

DJ: Or the Taj Mahal? Okay, we need to start 
thinking arm candy? 

ALD; Sharon llorg:in? 

DJ: No. 


ALD: Julia Davies? 

DJ: No. What about Jessica Ennis? 

ALD: No, hut what about the unstable cyclist... 
Victoria Pendleton? She's got lowlyhair. 

DJ: By the lime another Bond lUm comes out, 
any mention of the Olympics isgoing to look 
well naff. What about Lady Gaga? 

ALD: Yes. The thing about her is, even if tl:ey 
really lancy her. mo.st people have iio ide.i what 
she looks like. She’sjust some make-up under 
an umbrella. 

DJ: Lauren Laverne? 

ALD; No. What about Emma Watson? 

DJ:Yc,s. she plays aThai prostitute whose 
motlier was disfigured by one of those tenni.i 
ball pitching machines. Ironically. 

ALD: Ben Elton as Q7 

DJ: Yes. tA'hich brings us to gadgets, 

ALD: It's a toss-up between Apple and/\ndroid 


DJ: What about he has the next generation of 
iPhone, which doubles as a rcinole control for a 
TV? Oroneof those indoor helicopters you get 
from Maplins? 

ALD: Talking car? 

DJ: Talkingbook? 

ALD: Tiilkingclock? 

DJ; But it definitely has to be called Tiro 
Non Bonds. 

ALD; Sold! 


(Tape ends| 
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